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PROLOGUE 


The civil war on Vulcan was going badly. The forces of illogic were slowly 
but surely besting the armies of logic. It had been a long war, the latest in a 
series of conflicts that had torn apart the social and governmental structure of 
that bleak and distant world. 

Barat, the last commander of the last regiments of the defending forces, sat 
dusty and alone in his littered bunker. Even through the thick walls he could 
hear the sizzling of the air from the beams and the thrump of explosions. 

There was little time left, yet Barat knew that the other side — their brothers 
and sons and fathers — were in almost the same position of depletion and 
weariness. 


Turn to page 2. 


From page 1. 


Almost, thought Barat. That tiny difference: almost. In this case, “almost” 
was enough to win. No one wins a war, the bemedaled general thought. Death 
wins, illogic wins, famine wins. 

An officer entered the bunker, his dark uniform torn. “Sir!” 

Wearily the old general looked up. How young he is! “Sobak, I have a 
mission and I want you to volunteer for it.” 

“Yes, sir, of course!” 

“In a few hours Surak himself will be taking a peace team to the other side. 
We must find a solution or this war will wipe Vulcans from the face of the 
planet.” Sobak nodded; it was the only logical conclusion. 

“I want you to find four good soldiers. I have assigned a small combat 
starship to you, the Le-Toska. There are three containers in bunker 290. You 
are to take them off planet and hide them." 

“Yes, sir. To whom do I reveal the location? Or do I, sir?” 

“Only — and I repeat, only — to the Supreme Vulcan. You will use the mind- 
touch to eliminate the memory from your companions. Do you understand?” 


Turn to page 3. 


From page 2. 


“Yes, sir. Is it permitted that I know the contents of the containers?” 

“Yes, but only so that their concealment will be satisfactory. You 
understand that upon your return, if you return, and if there is anything to 
return to, the memory will be wiped from your mind, too.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Good. I picked you because I knew your father. I fought beside your 
mother at El-alfor. And Surak has approved your selection.” Sobak stood just 
a trifle straighter. “What you will be carrying are the crown jewels of 
Vulcan.” 

The tiniest flicker of expression crossed Sobak’s face. The crown jewels 
were a treasure of incalculable value. In addition to the ancient crown of 
Mutarra, there were the two crowns of Metor, the seven orbs of Soo-la-tam, 
the bars of precious metals bearing the seals of every Vulcan king. There were 
pearls from the semi-intelligent mollusks of the green seas, carved plaques of 
ivorium, faceted jewels from a dozen worlds, and tribute to Vulcan by alien 
races that had come down through time. There were the radiant mind-faceted 
crimson diamonds from Vulcana, sculptured and bejeweled relics from ages 
past, and star emeralds torn from the heart of the Fire Moons Toor-el-botar. 


Turn to page 4. 


From page 3. 


“I understand.” Sobak said. “They are not to fall into the hands of the 
opposition, or anyone else for that matter. If Surak is successful, the wars 
shall end, and a new era will dawn. Our successors can decide what to do. If 
we are not successful, the treasure will simply have disappeared.” 

Barat stood and shook Sobak’s hand. 

The lean young Vulcan carefully kept his face expressionless, but the 
gesture from the general was without precedent. 


ok cK Ok 


Barat watched the screen as the Le-Toska lifted under a barrage of 
protective fire. It got away and the readout screen told him when the ship had 
passed into warp speed and was undetectable, and therefore safe. 

On another screen, Surak was boarding a vessel that was already 
transmitting the radio spectrum of the neutrality signal. It was a fateful 
moment in Vulcan history. 


ok k k 


A very long time later, Barat thought about the young officer he had sent 
into space and who had 


Turn to page 5. 


From page 4. 


never come back. He and his crew and ship had vanished. That the Vulcans 
had simply gone away and used the treasure for their own pleasure never 
entered his mind. Sobak was a logical Vulcan, from a prominent family, one 
for whom honor was of the highest priority. 

But what had happened? Where was the treasure? Surak’s ideas and 
philosophies had won out, but the reconstruction was difficult and long. Barat 
forgot the lost treasure; there was too much to do. 


ok cK Ok 


The U.S.S. Enterprise was passing near the Novak System, a G-type star 
with nine planets. In the control room, Yeoman Thagard handed an electropad 
to the captain seated in his control chair. 

Admiral James T. Kirk took the thick, flat device and thumbed the control. 
He studied the form on the screen and scrawled his signature across the 
rectangle reserved for his approval. A second push and another requisition 
appeared, one for tri-meladrozimine requested by Dr. Leonard McCoy. This 
was followed by two requests for leaves at the next Starfleet base, one 
application for maternity leave, six for further schooling in molecular 
electronics, and one for Starfleet Academy. 


Turn to page 6. 


From page 5. 


Kirk shook his head. More time spent with administration than with 
exploration, he thought moodily. Decisions backed up until only I can decide. 
“What was that ancient Terran leader’s comment: “The credit-entry stops 
here.’ ” 

“Sir?” 

“Never mind, yeoman. Here you are.” 

“Captain Kirk,” Uhura said from her communication station, “I’m picking 
up some unusual signals on Channel D.” She pressed her fingertip to the 
communicom device in her left ear. “I can’t make them out.” 

“Computer,” Kirk said. “Tell me about this system.” 

“Novak system registered stardate 1412.7 by Federation starship Alfred 
North Whitehead, Captain Gerald Novak commanding. It had not been 
explored, and the commanding officer took privileges of rank to name the star 
after his family and the planets after members of that family. It is a standard 
G-type star which—” 


Turn to page 7. 


From page 6. 


“Tell me about the outermost planet in the system,” Kirk interrupted. 

“The ninth planet is Cathy, a gas world approximating Jupiter of the Sol 
System, or Griffin of the McCarthy System. There are three moons of 
significant size, Abigail, Charlotte, and Gerald. All three have atmospheres 
point eight of Terran norm and gravities point seven to point nine of Earth’s.” 

“Inhabitants?” Kirk inquired. 

“None known,” the computer stated. 

“Kirk out. Mister Spock?” 

“Captain, may I request an investigation?” 

Kirk raised his eyebrows, for Spock’s request was unusual. “Explain.” 

“T have identified the signals, sir. They are in ancient Vulcanese, pre-war, 
and in the standard battlecode of the time.” 

Kirk’s eyebrows ascended farther. “Request granted. Mister Sulu, go to 
impulse engines and compute a parking orbit around...” He looked at Spock. 

“The moons are now equidistant in various orbits around the primary 
world. The nearest will do, Captain.” 

“The nearest, Mister Sulu.” 


Turn to page 8. 


From page 7. 


“That will be Abigail, sir.” Sulu’s deft fingers picked at buttons. 

“Excuse me, Mister Spock,” Chekov said. “But you said battlecode? The 
Vulcans have not had a military force since the wars that united your planet.” 

“That is correct, Mister Chekov,” Spock said with his eyes at his screen 
magnifier. “These signals are either false or from a very old source.” 

“Orbit achieved, Captain,” Sulu reported. 

“Very good, Mister Sulu. Mister Spock, is there any sign of habitation?” 

“None, sir. May I offer a suggestion, Captain.” Kirk made a gesture of 
acceptance as Spock unbent from his viewer. “A landing party at each of the 
moons.” 

“Granted, Mister Spock. Uhura, inform Starfleet.” He thumbed an armrest 
control. “Mister Scott, report to the bridge. Doctor McCoy, Doctor Chapel, 
Doctor Weinstein, report to the bridge. Lieutenant Collins!” 

“Yes, sir?” “Lieutenant, prepare three security teams for beaming down. 
Full combat armor. You will command one team and select the other two 
commanders.” He turned to look at Chekov. “Mister 


Turn to page 9. 


From page 8 


Chekov, you have not been down for some time; would you take one of the 
parties?” 

“Yes, sir!” Chekov said at once. 

“Very well, then, let’s go see these ancient Vulcans... or whatever they 
are,” Kirk said. 


ok cK k 


The three teams assembled in three different transporter rooms. In Room 
One, Kirk, Dr. Chapel, and Lieutenant Nakashima has gathered with Sergeant 
Aragonés and two security personnel, Barry St. John and Marta Bergstresser. 

In Room Two, Spock had gathered together his team: Dr. Weinstein, 
engineer Montgomery Scott, and Workman, Wagner, and Mendoza from 
security. 

In the third transporter room, Chekov was nervously checking over his 
team. He was outranked by Dr. McCoy, but traditionally medical personnel do 
not assume command of such missions. Pat Bradley, a young engineer, was 
part of the team, as well as Lieutenant Tom Collins, and security people Ricky 
Randall and Maude Fox. 

“Ready?” Kirk asked. His team was to go down to Charlotte; Chekov’s to 
the more distant moon called Gerald, and Mr. Spock would take the task of 
exploring Abigail. 


Turn to page 10. 
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From page 9. 


Each of the team commanders reported their readiness. From the cargo 
transporter room an officer reported that combat assault craft would arrive 
seconds before each of them. 

“Good luck,” Kirk said to all. “Ready to energize.” He felt that familiar 
thrill go through him — the lure of the unknown, the hot challenge of the 
unexpected. Strictly speaking, he was too high in rank to be leading first- 
contact teams anywhere, but being an admiral and the captain of the most 
decorated ship in Starfleet did have its privileges. 

“Energize!” 

The figures on the transporter disks sparkled and faded and were gone. 


If you decide to go exploring with Captain Kirk, turn to page 11 
If following Spock the Vulcan appeals to you, turn to page 12. 
If you like the idea of adventuring with young Chekov, turn to page 13. 


11 


From page 10. 


The air was thin, but breathable, scented with a kind of salty taste. Kirk 
ordered his team into the anti-gravity assault craft at once. Nakashima jumped 
into the driver’s seat at once and checked it out, reporting it ready in 
moments. 

“Zero in on the source of those signals, Lieutenant.” Kirk peered through a 
slit in the armored side. Bleak world, he thought. Moss and lichen, algae in 
the pools, a world at the beginning of life. What can be here that sends signals 
in ancient Vulcan? A crashed ship? Some abandoned Vulcan colony lost since 
the ancient wars? 

They did not have far to go, as engineering had set them down close to the 
pinpointed source. Kirk found himself looking at the mouth of a cave, half 
hidden in a semi-forest of black moss. “Disembark, Sergeant Aragonés.” 

The security people tumbled out and took a defensive perimeter, phasers set 
on stun. Kirk, Dr. Chapel, and Lex Nakashima exited more slowly. “Form 
up,” Kirk ordered. “Scouts out. We’re going in.” 


Follow Kirk to page 14. 
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From page 10. 


Abigail was the largest of the three moons, nearly Earth-size, and the huge 
globe of Cathy loomed across most of the sky as Spock and his team beamed 
down. 

The combat carrier was already there, and they all climbed in, tasting the 
pungent air of the moon. It was spring on the rapidly turning satellite. Pale 
green grass, yellow plants, spiky orange bushes, and flowers the size of a 
thumbnail were everywhere. 

Bobbi Wagner, one of the security troops, smiled as she put a bouquet of 
the tiny white flowers to her nose. “Sergio,” she said to her companion 
security man Mendoza, “these are just lovely.” 

He grunted, his eyes suspicious as they scanned the nearby landscape. 
“You’re never going to learn, are you? New planet, new dangers. Keep your 
eyes open.” 

The carrier stopped near where Spock’s tricorder said the radio signals 
originated. There seemed to be nothing — an expanse of rolling prairie, grass, a 
few mounds, the rustle of wind across the flatland. Then Montgomery Scott 
pointed. 

“There, Mister Spock, there!” 


Spock and his party investigate on page 15. 
The landing party disappears on page 16. 
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From page 10. 


When Chekov’s team materialized on the surface of Gerald, what they saw 
was endless sand. On the other side of the planet-sized moon there was a vast 
algae ocean, sluggish and tepid, which produced what air there was. 

But here was a great desert, rolling dunes that moved with the seasonal 
winds. Chekov looked at his tricorder. “Signal is coming from this direction,” 
he said, pointing. They did not use the combat carrier, but walked the short 
distance to a dune that appeared the same as any other. 

Pat Bradley arranged Randall and Fox on either side of him. Their duty was 
to solidify the sand as he cut into the dune, keeping the hole from filling in. 
Maude Fox and Ricky Randall were deft with their phasers, and soon there 
was a deep slot cut into the dune, with the surrounding sand melted into 
bubbling glass walls on all sides. 

“Sir!” Tom. Collins shouted. “There’s an entrance!” 

The phasers ceased fire, and they prepared to enter the unknown. 


A dead end on page 17. 


A chest awaits on page 18. 
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From page 11. 


The cave was cool, the rocky walls dark with flecks of mica. Their 
bootsteps echoed in the dank interior. Nakashima carried a radio-band 
direction finder, and when they came to a dividing of the passages it was he 
who told the captain in which direction the strongest signal lay. 

James T. Kirk had led his men into many a strange environment, against 
many a fantastic antagonist. The unknown, he thought, is always the most 
fear-producing element. 

“Captain!” whispered Bergstresser, who was in the point position. Kirk 
stepped gingerly over the rocky floor to be at her side. “Look, sir,” she said 
pointing. 

Ahead there was a bending in the passage and light reflecting around the 
corner. Kirk motioned his team forward, carefully. With the young security 
woman, he peered around the bend in the cave wall. “Uh-oh.” Bergstresser 
whispered. 

Kirk drew his phaser, and the others followed suit. 


A strange creature awaits on page 19. 


A stranger sight is found on page 20. 
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From page 12. 


There was the glint of a sliver of metal along one of the mounds. Spock 
sent Sergeant Jerry Workman to investigate, and the burly, bearded security 
man reported it was the edge of some kind of door, half-buried in the grassy 
mound. Spock ordered everyone out. 

The door resisted, but finally gave after being uncovered and pried open. 
Steps led down into darkness. “Lights,” ordered the lean Vulcan commander. 
Spock flipped open his communicator and reported to the Enterprise that they 
were descending. 

Phasers in hand and strong light beams probing the dark, Spock led his 
team down into the moon. 

“Walls are concrete, made from local materials, 
cool, and unremarkable.” 

“Mister Scott, you’ve noticed that the passage is of human proportions,” 
Dr. Weinstein said. “Not wide such as the Tramora might have made, nor tall 
and thin, like the Scarnaflan.” 

“Aye, and—” 

A hiss from Sergio Mendoza, in the lead, stopped all whispered 
conversation. 


34 


observed Scotty. “Dry, 


A door and spiraling passages on page 23. 


A strange crate on page 24. 
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From page 12. 


There was a round, flat grassy area, something different from the rolling 
land around it. Spock and his people approached cautiously. 

They disintegrated off the grass and thin layer of soil with their phasers set 
on low power, and discovered a peculiar metal disk three meters across, set 
into the bedrock. 

In the center was a circle cut into the metal. In the center of the circle was 
the impression of a humanoid hand, with fingers spread in the Vulcan salute. 
They all looked at Spock. 

He knelt on one knee and reached down to press his hand into the shape. 
There was the sizzling of a transporter beam, and all who stood upon the disk 
disappeared. Only Dr. Weinstein was left, standing aghast on the ground 
beyond the disk. 

He fished out his communicator. “Mister Sulu, this is Weinstein; come in, 
please!” 

“Doctor, this is Sulu. What’s the matter?” 

“We’ve lost them, Sulu, lost every one!” 


They are inspected on page 22. 
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From page 13. 


They had uncovered a glass-walled tunnel that ramped downward. It 
seemed to have been cut through the sand as they were doing now, by melting 
the sand into glass on the outside and disintegrating the center. 

They entered, flashlights in hand, and with Chekov leading and Dr. McCoy 
following. Their lights reflected endlessly off the glass walls, and they seemed 
to walk for a great distance. They entered the hard bedrock, and shortly 
thereafter found the tunnel’s end. 

It was a curving wall of darkly flawed glass. They could see beyond, into a 
chamber, only murkily. “Cut it,” ordered Chekov. Fox and Randall cut 
quickly through the glass, then gasped as the air behind them rushed into the 
vacuum beyond, blinding them in a sandstorm. 

But at last it was over, and they looked in. “Doctor McCoy!” snapped 
Chekov. “Come here at once!” 


A Vulcan tomb on page 25. 


An ancient robot on page 26. 
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From page 13. 


The tunnel was glasswalled, made from the heat fusion of the surrounding 
sand. It sloped down at a gentle angle until it came to bedrock. Chekov led his 
group along as the tunnel went through cracks and natural caves. 

“Why so deep?” Maude Fox asked Chekov. “Is this a mine or what?” 

“Sand and rock are excellent buffers against all sorts of sensors,” he said. 
“But I don’t think it’s a mine. A tomb, perhaps, or some kind of secret 
repository.” 

“Treasure?” Ricky Randall said happily. “Pirate’s loot?” 

“This far from everything?” Lieutenant Collins asked. “I hardly think so.” 

“Hold it!” Chekov said. Ahead was a blockage. The fused glass simply 
came to an end. The area at the head of the tunnel was a bit larger, and here 
was a chest, awaiting them. McCoy was called forth to check out the 
container for any alien bacteria. 

“Nothing I can detect,” the doctor said, stepping back. Chekov stepped 
forward and, with his boot, pressed the locking stud. He kicked open the 
chest, and they all gasped. 


On page 27 the adventure really gets going. 
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From page 14. 


The light came from a sphere, pure white and sitting on a pile of rocks. It 
glowed with a faintly pulsating light, as if it were breathing. At the base of the 
rocks slumbered a creature that Kirk took for a guard. But it was not a 
humanoid. 

The sleeping creature was squat and thick, like a great leather bag, with a 
thin pair of legs, thin arms, and button eyes. A long, thin spear lay loosely in 
its grasp. Its garments were of some sort of scaly skin cut into a kilt, belt, and 
a strap over one shoulder to hold it up. 

Kirk’s phaser was set on stun and he nudged the alien with his foot. “Wake 
up!” 

The button eyes popped open and the creature stared, his eyes moving 
slowly over the half-dozen humans before him. He began to tremble. 

“Do we look that bad?” Bergstresser asked, and the alien trembled even 
more violently. 

“Get the universal translator up here,” Kirk ordered. He held the machine 
toward the alien, who cowered. 

“Glabba fistern dalma!” the creature yelped. 


The creature talks on page 28. 


We hear of the Valna on page 29. 
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From page 14. 


A dark smooth wall was fitted smoothly across the cave. It gleamed dully in 
their lights. It was seamless and looked very thick. 

After a quick examination, Kirk tried to cut into it with a bank of phaser 
weapons. The spot they hit was not even warm afterward. 

“All right,” Kirk said. “End run.” 

It took them nearly an hour to cut into the granite around the wall, 
penetrating to where the wall ended, then around it. Sergeant Juan Aragonés 
was the first to look beyond the artificial wall. 

“Captain! Quick!” 

Kirk looked in and reacted in surprise. Even as he watched, lights went on, 
and he and St. John drew back a bit. Light after light appeared, then larger 
clusters of light, until the world hidden in the cave was revealed. 

The cave had been shaped and smoothed into a cube about fifty paces on a 
side and just as high. The dark, smooth walls of polished granite were marred 
only by the hole cut by the Enterprise team. There were numerous cubes of 
black polished granite set in a precise pattern around the room, a treasure 
sitting on each of them. 


Continue to page 21. 
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From page 20. 


In the square outer ring were stacks of gold bars, silver rods, crystal eggs. 
In the next square grouping of pedestals were jewels. Some had spilled to the 
polished floor. There were necklaces, bracelets, and rings; some were of very 
primitive design, others of great sophistication. 

In the next-to-last ring there were cubes and cones, tetrahedrons and 
pyramids piled on the pedestals. Each had a marking in what looked like 
Vulcan script. In the final ring were white balls, featureless and unadorned. 

But it was what was in the center of all this that attracted the attention of 
the starship commander. There, on a larger black pedestal, was what seemed 
like a coffin. 

Made of gray metal, it was sleek and polished. It seemed to just wait under 
the lights, which hung in clusters, great glowing globes of soft light. 

Kirk climbed through, and the others followed He approached the center, 
marveling at the beauty he saw in passing. Then he stood and looked up at the 
coffinlike object. And waited. 


A quick answer on page 109. 


Grave robbing on page 37. 
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From page 16. 


Spock and his team found themselves in a doorless chamber in the same 
positions they had held on the surface. The Vulcan rose to his feet slowly, 
looking around. 

The room was cubical, about ten paces wide and high. The ceiling was 
featureless, but a single globe of light hung a handspan from the ceiling, 
casting a soft light over them all. 

“Where are we, Mister Spock?” Bobbi Wagner asked, her voice trembling. 

“Underground, I would imagine,” the Vulcan responded as he took out his 
tricorder and turned in a circle, looking at it. “No life-form readings. But there 
is an energy source directly below us.” 

“Shall we try cutting through?’ Sergeant Workman asked, hefting his 
phaser. 

“No, Sergeant, we will wait.” 

“Wait?” Mendoza frowned. “Wait for what, sir?” 

“Their response. There are sensors on us now” — the humans shifted 
nervously — “and I imagine we are being categorized.” “Categorized?” 
Mendoza asked. “For what?” 

“Admittance, I imagine.” 


They recognize a terrible trap on page 35. 


They analyze the mysterious guardian on page 38. 
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From page 15. 


“A door,” reported Mendoza. They hurried forward and found the way 
blocked by a seamless metal panel. “Shall I use a phaser, sir?” the security 
man asked Spock, who nodded. 

The metal resisted the disintegrating beam for some time, then collapsed. 
Gingerly the team stepped through the shards of the door and into a winding 
passage leading down. The walls had been cut and roughed out by a phaser or 
some similar cutting weapon, tunneling through solid rock. 

The Enterprise team became excited. Dr. Weinstein lamented the rather 
crude way they had penetrated — a far cry from the slow ways of an 
archaeologist — but was caught up in the excitement with the others. 

The passage spiraled down, then stopped in a chamber with two branching 
corridors. One passage was triangular in shape, the other almost perfectly 
round, a tube cut through the rock. 

“Which way, Mister Spock?” Commander Scott asked. 


If you want to try the triangular tunnel, go to page 30. 


If you prefer the round, proceed to page 31. 
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From page 15. 


“A room,” reported Mendoza. 

There was a room ahead, dark but sending back glints and reflections from 
their lights. The team approached cautiously, with Spock in the lead. 

He stopped at the entrance to the chamber and examined it carefully. It was 
plain, roughly finished concrete. In the center sat a huge metal crate of antique 
design. There was nothing else. 

Spock circled the crate at a distance, examining it, keeping the rest of the 
group back. Then he came closer, and finally pressed a finger into a 
depression on the lid. The crate popped open with a hiss and he levered it 
fully open and looked in. 

At the bottom were several sacks of jewels sitting amid the dust of some 
ancient hide container. There were several gold bars, a silvery statue of some 
animal, and a sphere of transfixed water. 

Without touching anything, Spock gave an order. “Mister Scott, would you 
link your tricorder with mine?” Scott made an adjustment, and they both 
looked at the readout screen as Spock aimed his tricorder at the floor. “Ah,” 
he said with satisfaction. 


Go to either page 32 or proceed to page 95. 
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From page 17. 


When McCoy stuck his head into the chamber, what he saw was a spherical 
space cut into the rock, glass-walled and reflecting each of their lights 
endlessly. It took him a moment to distinguish a bulb of glass in the center of 
the floor; within the glass, a human figure could be dimly seen. 

Around the base were domes and bulbs of murky glass, sealing in barely 
seen objects on the glass floor. 

It took them several minutes to cut away more of the opening and to cut 
steps down the sleek surface to the bottom. Then McCoy climbed down and 
looked into the tomblike bulb. 

“Great stars! It’s a Vulcan!’ McCoy gasped. “A perfectly preserved 
Vulcan!” The rest of the team were examining the objects under the glass 
domes. They saw jewels and gold, bars of silver and a pale reddish metal, 
cubes and cones and spheres of unknown function, and three crowns of a very 
ancient appearance. 

And then the Vulcan came to life. 


Once again meet Sobak on page 33. 


A surprise awaits you on page 34. 
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From page 17. 


What McCoy saw brought forth a gasp of surprise. Within the chamber 
carved in the bedrock of the moon was a ring of treasure. Piles of gold bars 
and heaps of antique jewelry, a stack of tetrahedons of some dark red 
material, two piles of spheres of transfixed water encasing a great variety of 
objects, and singular objects of art. 

But it was the thing in the center of the ring that took McCoy’s notice. It 
was an immense four-legged robot, tarnished with age, bristling with the 
snouts of weapons, and facing them. 

A light went on somewhere in the interior of the metal guardian, and a disk 
on the robot’s head began rotating. At once, with a shrill shriek, the metal 
moved. There was a flash of crimson light, and the wall next to McCoy’s head 
exploded in a spray of rock. 

They all ducked back as the robot fired again, this time a trio of wire-thin 
green beams that sizzled the air around them, exploding the tunnel beyond, 
bringing it crashing down and sealing them off. 


The robot keeps firing on page 36. 
The robot speaks on page 100. 
They call on Spock on page 102. 
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From page 18. 


The interior of the chest glowed with a brilliant light, and it all came from a 
trio of tiny spheres the size of grapes. Carefully Chekov picked up one of 
them. 

“It’s cool,” he said in surprise. “And it’s—” A stricken look came over him, 
and Chekov collapsed. McCoy bent over him at once, his Feinberger checking 
out the life signs. 

“He’s unconscious, but...” Chekov stirred, and McCoy helped him sit up. 
The young Russian officer looked around him curiously, and McCoy asked 
him several questions, which he did not answer. “Chekov,” snapped McCoy 
irritably, “answer my questions! That’s an order!” 

Without expression, Chekov looked at McCoy and placed his hand on 
McCoy’s neck. The medical officer’s eyes rolled back in his head and he 
collapsed without a sound. 

Chekov stood up, looking around. “You are of what race?” he asked in 
Vulcanese. 


On page 39 Chekov surprises everyone. 


Chekov turns to violence on page 40. 
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From page 19. 


“Keep him talking,” Kirk said, handing the translator to Bergstresser. “The 
device needs more words to form a lexicon.” 

“What are you doing here?” she asked. “What is this globe?” 

Kirk turned to look farther down the cave. Ahead there were indications of 
more bends in the passage and some light. “Sergeant, go along a bit and see 
what you can see.” Aragonés nodded and hefted the phaser in his hand as he 
disappeared into the dark. 

“Siska froom teepletomlo, 
dreelko wamma.” 

“I don’t know if I’m getting answers or curses,” Bergstresser said, her eye 
on the translator’s controls. She pointed at the pulsating light of the globe. 
“Where is the power source?” 

“Weela timfa. Wolla lammli-” 

“_light has always been—” 

The creature stopped and stared as the machine started to speak. 
Bergstresser asked again, “The light — the globe — what is the power source?” 

At the same time the translator spoke, “Weeta faythor yo veerthan oola?” 
The alien jumped and stared at the small box. 

“You are not one of us!” 


” 


the alien guard said. “Bobbatremor waztog 


They find a primitive civilization on page 41. 


Something out of place is found on page 42. 
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From page 19. 


It took several minutes of prodding the creature to continue to speak before 
the translator had sufficient data to compute the meanings and grammar, but 
eventually Bergstresser was able to ask where the globes of light got their 
power. This puzzled the creature. 

“They have always been here,” he said. 

Another few minutes and Bergstresser was able to report this to Kirk: His 
race was the Teela, and there was a tribe farther into the cave. He knew 
nothing of the Vulcan treasure, nothing of astronomy or science, and kept 
asking if the humans were ghosts of the Valna. 

“Who are the Valna?” Kirk asked. “Or who were the Valna? Did they leave 
something here?” 

The Valna were the Valna, the Teelan responded looking at Kirk with his 
button eyes. Everyone knows that. 

Frustrated, Kirk ordered the team to move ahead. They took the Teela 
guard in tow and moved cautiously ahead, weapons in hand but set on stun. 


They find a vault on page 47. 
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From page 23. 


“The triangular,” Spock said, and led them forward. They had not gone a 
hundred meters when a turn in the passage revealed another metal wall, this 
one an inverted pyramid. 

“That marking!” Bobbi Wagner gasped. In the center of the door was the 
imprint of a hand, a humanoid hand, with fingers split into the traditional 
Vulcan gesture of peace. She started to put her hand into the imprint, but 
Spock stopped her with a sharp order. 

“No. I shall do it,” he said. 

“Get suspicious,” Mendoza muttered to the surprised Wagner. “Vulcan 
symbol, Vulcan hand.” 

Spock reached out and put his hand into the depression. There was a click, 
then the sound of a straining motor. The door cracked loose from the ages of 
rest and slid aside. The passage ahead seemed like the one through which they 
had just come. 

Carefully, Spock entered, then waved his team forward. They came to a 
descending ramp, then to another triangular door; this time there were the 
impressions of two Vulcan hands, both left and right. Without hesitation, 
Spock put his hands into the positions. 


Find a pulsing pyramid on page 45. 
A special find for Spock on page 46. 
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From page 23. 


“The circular,” Spock ordered. They walked carefully on the rounded inner 
surface of the tube through the rock until they came to a blocking wall of 
murky crystal. Spock examined it all over, especially at the edges and at the 
center. 

Through it they could see the hints of light and shadows, as though through 
an unwashed window with rain outside. Then the Vulcan science officer put 
his hand, fingers spread in the sign of Vulcan peace, in the center of the 
crystal wall. There was a hiss of escaping air, and the wall simply slid down 
and away. 

Air rushed past them to fill the void of the vacuum chamber. It continued to 
flow past them for some time as they descended, indicating considerable space 
to fill ahead. 

The cylindrical tunnel stopped at a hemispherical chamber five times the 
height of a man. In the center was a great metal box with every sign of vast 
age. It sat upon a round platform without ornamentation. 

Spock checked his tricorder. “The signal comes from here.” He stepped 
forward, put his foot upon the platform, and vanished. 


If you want to stay with Scott, turn to page 43. 
If you want to follow Spock, turn to page 44. 
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From page 24. 


“Mister Scott.” Spock said, “this is not all of the treasure. It is Vulcan, of 
course, and a decoy as well.” 

“Aye, Mister Spock, very little for so large a box. Underneath, do you 
think?” 

“Too obvious, Mister Scott.” He took out his phaser and carefully set the 
dial. The Vulcan aimed his weapon at a corner of the thick metal crate and 
fired. The surface of the crate melted away to reveal gold... jewels... 
ornamented panels... more gold... more jewels. 

By the time Spock had finished eliminating the crate, there was a 
rectangular line of great treasure on the floor. It was from among these objects 
that Spock selected a pale, uncut stone. It glowed as he touched it. “The tra- 
lo-klee of Sikar,” he whispered. “We were uncertain it existed,” he said, as if 
to himself. 

“What is it, Mister Spock?” Sergeant Workman asked. “Some kind of 
special jewel?” 

“No, no,” Spock said slowly. “It was the meditation stone of the first oracle 
of Vulcan, Sikar. She was supposed to be able to read the future with it.” 


Go immediately to page 93. 
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From page 25. 


Light streamed from the bulb of murky glass, sending out bars and cones of 
brilliance from the tomb of the Vulcan. The Earthmen stepped back in 
surprise and phasers leaped into their hands defensively, but Chekov called 
out for them to hold fire. 

The bulb broke apart slowly, fracturing and breaking into pieces. Shards of 
the heavy glass crashed to the floor and shattered, and from the brilliance rose 
a skeletal figure. 

The Vulcan stood swaying on the bed he had occupied for centuries. Parts 
of his dark costume had rotted away or stuck to the bulb. His skin was a sick, 
green color, and he was breathing with a harsh, gasping sound. 

“Volar! Teel-ma-seccor!” 

“Fox!” snapped Chekov. “The translator!” 

The young security woman tugged the translator around and pressed a stud. 
At once the Vulcan’s words were understood. 

“—Sobak! I am the guardian of the treasure! I...” He swayed and coughed. 
“It must be returned... honor... accident which... the others. They...” The 
Vulcan twitched, then collapsed off the vault. 


Go to page 99. 
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From page 25. 


The bulb containing the Vulcan glowed, and the Enterprise crew shrank 
back, phasers in their hands. The glow increased to blot out the Vulcan, and 
for several minutes the humans waited in fear. 

Then the glow died, and they saw the bulb of murky glass had melted 
away, running in blobs down the stalk that anchored it to the chamber floor. 

Sitting up, looking weak, was a mature male Vulcan. He spoke in a halting, 
weak voice, but until Maude Fox snapped on the translator they did not know 
what he said. 

“—bak. I am Sobak... the accident... I must complete... my mission... farl- 
la-thor... teka... back to Vulcan...” 

He seemed to see the humans for the first time, and a puzzled look crossed 
his face. “You... you are not of us...” 

“Shall I call Mister Spock?” Collins asked, but Chekov shook his head. 

“No time... dying again... blackness... kassaba... must...” Abruptly he 
fell back. twitched, and lay motionless. McCoy rushed forward with his 
Feinberger, and after a moment shook his head. 


Go to page 96. 
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From page 22. 


“It is really a very effective device, don’t you think, Mister Scott?” Spock 
asked. 

“Aye, Mister Spock, I do,” the Scotsman answered. “We’re in a holding 
tank, so to speak. Even if we were able to cut through these walls, I imagine 
there would be only rock. And deep enough so that our transporter won’t 
work.” 

“And our air?” gulped Bobbi Wagner. 

Scott started to respond when there was a sizzling sparkle of light at each 
end. They felt a breath of fresh air, and at the same time, at the other end air 
was removed. 

“Does that answer you, lassie?” She nodded miserably, and Scott turned to 
Spock. “How long?” 

“Soon. The machinery must be unused. Or in disrepair.” 

“You mean we might not get out of here?” Mendoza grumbled. 

“It is possible, though there might be a malfunction,” Spock said. “I will be 
passed through, however.” At their raised eyebrows he said, “The hand 
impression was a Vulcan. But the rest of you are not.” 

“You mean we might not be taken out of here?” Bobbi Wagner said, 
trembling. 


Continue to page 49. 
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From page 26. 


The machine had them pinned down. Whenever someone lifted a head, the 
robot fired, “It must be very old,” Pat Bradley said. “Its circuits must have 
deteriorated or it would hit us every time.” 

He looked at Chekov for a decision on what to do. Chekov saw they were 
all looking, at him. “Fox, Randall, can you disintegrate the rockfall and yet us 
some air before it’s too late!” 

They nodded and squirmed around on the floor to clear a path out. “Ensign 
Bradley, what is your estimate of the condition of the robot?” Chekov asked 
over the sound of the phasers. 

“Old, as I said. Faulty mechanisms, but it will soon learn to compensate. 
Vulcan in origin, I imagine, therefore more than ordinarily logical.” 

“T thought logic was logic,” grumbled McCoy. “Are there then greater and 
lesser truths?” 

“No time for philosophy, Doctor McCoy,” Chekov said. “I think—” 

“Maybe that is just what there should be, Mister Chekov,” McCoy 
responded. “Something a Vulcan — even an ancient Vulcan — might have set 
to guard anything, will be most difficult to defeat in conventional ways. I 
think psychology is needed here, not firepower.” 


Go to page 97 to hear the robot speak. 
Proceed to page 104 for McCoy’s solution. 
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From page 21. 


“Wait,” he cautioned Bergstresser as she pressed close. “If the lights went 
on, then they — it — know we’re here. Or that someone is here.” 

“Sir.” gulped the dark-haired young woman. “Suppose it — they — think 
we re grave-robbers?” 

Kirk grinned. “Aren’t we, in a way? Aren’t all archaeologists? But when 
does grave robbing become archaeology, Marta?” 

“I... I guess when there’s no one who remembers who, or what, is in the 
grave, sir.” 

“You are probably right, and—” 

Ping. 

A faint sound, but it came from the casket — or whatever it was — atop the 
pedestal. Another ping, a hum that went on for several moments, then a louder 
ping. The casket started to open. 

The lid swung open as the whole thing rose up, pivoting, to stand on end 
and reveal the contents. 

A sleeping Vulcan woman. 

Her eyes opened. She stared sightlessly for a long time, then her slanted 
eyes focused on those below. She frowned. From the translator came the first 
words. “You are not Vulcan.” 


Logic wins on page 106. 


A little emotional creeps in on page 108. 
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From page 22. 


“If we’re not in the right category, we just... stay here?” Bobbi Wagner 
said. 

“It is possible. Or transported out. Or transported elsewhere,” Spock said. 

“Like into solid rock?” Mendoza grumbled. “Or into space?” 

“And if we are in the proper category, sir?” asked Sergeant Workman. 

Spock raised his eyebrows. “Not sufficient information to make even an 
estimate, Sergeant. However, logic says that to be an effective guardian, you 
do not admit any but authorized personnel.” 

“Does that mean what I think it means?” Bobbi Wagner asked Mendoza, 
who just glowered around him. 

Then Spock glowed, sparkled and vanished. 

“We’re dead, Wagner said in a quiet voice. “They took him and not us. 


Proceed to page 48. 
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From page 27 


“Mister Chekov, are you all right?” Maude Fox asked anxiously. 

Chekov looked slowly at her. “A humanoid female of breeding age and in 
good health. Your evolution is more or less parallel to ours.” He looked at the 
others. “A hardy race, starfaring and intelligent, though not extraordinary.” 

“Mister Chekov, what happened to Doctor McCoy?” asked Lieutenant 
Collins. “It looked like you gave him the Vulcan nerve pinch, but surely 
that—” 

“You are an officer of what distinction?” Chekov asked. 

“Tm... Sir, are you all right?” 

“No, he isn’t,’ Maude Fox said. Her eyes looked at him narrowly. “This 
isn’t Mister Chekov at all. Not on the inside.” 

“Very observant,” Chekov said. “It is true, I do occupy an alien body, but it 
is fortunately not too dissimilar from my own. Mister Chekov is the 
nomenclature? You may call me Bollak. I am an officer of the Royal Guards 
on special assignment. You will help me to complete my mission.” 


On page 51 the Vulcan takes charge. 
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From page 27. 


Their eyes blinked. “Uh, the human race, of course,” Pat Bradley said. “Sir, 
are you feeling all right?” 

“I am in excellent condition. This body has been kept in good repair and I 
feel quite comfortable in it.” 

“In it?” Maude Fox asked. 

“I am Sutar, second in command of the mission. I have accepted the 
responsibility of the mission. I detect by peripheral notation that some time 
has passed. I require information. The war on Vulcan, how did it end?” 

“Mister Chekov,” began Bradley, “I think we should return to the ship, sir. 
Doctor McCoy is—” 

Chekov’s hand flashed out and seized the throat of the surprised engineer. 
“I made a request. Can you answer it?” 

“Urk, uh...” 

“The Vulcan wars ended with the great philosophies of Surak triumphant, 
Maude Fox said quickly. 

“Ah,” Chekov said, releasing the choking Bradley. “Then it is suitable to 
return. You have a vessel capable of sustained starflight?” 


The Vulcan goes rampant on page 50. 
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From page 28. 


As soon as the translator had enough information to work, Bergstresser 
began to talk in earnest. After a few moments of conversation with the 
surprised alien, she reported to her captain. “He’s an outer guard to the nest. 
He calls himself a Teela, which the translator approximates as ‘self-aware 
entity.’ The globe has always been here, as have been the other lights.” She 
gestured toward the distant light in the cave. 

“There are others, of course,” Kirk said thoughtfully. “Well, come along, 
then. Let’s go see. Bergstresser, St. John, watch the Teela.” 

They advanced slowly over the increasingly more difficult cavern, with the 
rocks becoming larger and more ragged. At the next bend, they saw Sergeant 
Aragonés waving to them. He directed them to look around the bend. 

Here was a large cavern, high on one end and slanting down to a thin 
wedge on the other. Three large globes of light were set equidistant around a 
cleared flat space. More of the Teelas were there, combing out moss before 
throwing it into a bubbling pot over a wood fire, and stripping stalks of some 
blue plant to dig out the center and add to the pot. And a human skull was on 
a stake behind them. 


A miraculous appearance on page 52. 


Combat on page 53. 
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From page 28. 


Carefully, Bergstresser explained that the translator was not an entity, but a 
spokesman for humans. This was a concept the creature was unable to grasp, 
and it kept looking at the device when it spoke. 

The young security person was able to report to Captain Kirk these facts: 
His race was called the Teela, and he was a male named Ortmo. The globes of 
light had been there as long as the Teela could remember, but no one knew 
who had made them, or why they glowed. Perhaps the Valna. 

“That’s what he says in answer to a lot of questions, Captain. “Perhaps the 
Valna.’ I would think he might refer to Vulcans, sir, but there could be other 
explanations.” 

“Good analysis, Bergstresser. Let’s move along and see what Sergeant 
Aragonés might have found.” 

With the Teela guard in tow — his button eyes staring in fear at everything — 
they moved quietly toward the bend in the cave. 

Sergeant Aragonés met them and brought them to a place where they might 
see into the cave beyond. There were a number of baglike Teela there, and 
several more glowing spheres set on pedestals of rock. And what appeared to 
be a human skull. 


A mystery solved on page 54. 
A turnabout on page 55. 
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From page 31. 


Spock’s team stared in amazement, then Commander Scott took command. 
“Workman, Wagner, check the perimeter. Doctor, will you get life-form 
readings? But no one — no one — is to touch that platform!” 

A few moments of investigation, and they reported back to Scotty that there 
was no sign of Mr. Spock or any other life form. 

Thoughtfully, Scott studied the great metal container. He walked around it 
twice, then asked if anyone had some kind of expendable object. “Uh, Sir,” 
Bobbi Wagner said, “I have these, um, flowers.” She pulled the rather 
bedraggled bouquet from her tunic and handed them over. 

Scott took the flowers and tossed them onto the platform. They 
disappeared. No sound, no twinkling transporter light, nothing. At that point 
Scotty took out his phaser, set it on disintegration, and started cutting a ditch 
in the smoothed rock all around the platform. 

The others joined in, and soon the round platform stood on a pedestal of 
rock within a deep ditch Scott looked up at the bottom of the platform and 
grinned. At three points around the underside were clusters of hemispheres 


Continue to page 89. 
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From page 31. 


The transition, for Spock, was instantaneous. Blink. From one reality to 
another. Lighted chamber to darkness. He flicked on his light and found 
himself in what appeared to be a chamber identical to the one he had left. 
Only his team had disappeared. The chest was there, upon the platform, and 
there was air. 

Spock approached the immense chest carefully. The pattern on the chest 
was that of ancient Vulcan, and both his hearts began to beat faster, despite 
his effort to remain calm. 

What did the chest contain? Was it really as ancient as every sign 
indicated? Spock touched the cool metal, running his fingers over the chest to 
the catch. Eons of unmoving stasis had allowed the very atoms of the 
container to drift, to merge, to become part of the next piece. It took all of 
Spock’s strength to force it open. 

It came open with a creak, the top falling back to reveal the contents. Piled 
to the top were golden objects, silvery art, jewels, and spheres of transfixed 
water. But there was one thing that attracted Spock’s attention first: a cube of 
dark material the size of his head. 

Reverently he lifted it up. For a moment his expression changed to that of 
awe. Then, he put it to his forehead. 


Go to page 56 for a startling revelation. 
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From page 30. 


Cusssshing! The triangular door opened, swinging aside, and air blew by 
them in a gale, sweeping into the airless passage. It was still pouring in as 
they came to the pyramidal chamber, a three-sided, sharply slanted room 
twenty meters high. A large globe pulsed with light in each corner, sending 
three hard-edged shadows from each of the team. 

In the center of the room was another pyramid, this one of a clear plastic of 
some sort. They gasped at what it contained. There were three main stacks: 
one was gold bars bearing official and royal markings; another stack was 
objects of art; the third was cubes of clear plastic, each packed with hundreds 
of faceted jewels. 

But it was the object in the center that was the main attraction. Another 
pyramid sat there, pulsing softly. It was the length of an arm on each side, a 
pinkish white. Montgomery Scott looked with astonishment as Spock’s lips 
parted in a sharp intake of breath. 

“Mister Spock, what is it?” he asked. 

“The jreel,” the Vulcan said in a reverent voice. “The essence of spirit of 
the first three kings of Vulcan.” 


Continue to page 91. 
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From page 30. 


The triangular door split open on seams none of them had seen. It opened 
into a musty passage cut in the rock. A fault ages before had tumbled rock 
into the tunnel, but they easily climbed over it. 

Deeper and deeper the tunnel went, spiraling down until they came to an 
abrupt end where the tunnel-makers had simply stopped cutting through the 
bedrock. It was here they found the glittering treasure that immediately 
mesmerized everyone except Spock. 

The boxes were stacked against one wall in no particular order. Each box 
was about a meter square, clear for the most part. The contents were evident: 
golden rods, jewels, great pearls, crowns, orbs, jewelry. One box was filled 
with a dark blue liquid, another with what appeared to be water-worn dark 
pebbles. There were boxes of crystals, of a brown powder, of raw gemstones. 
One box contained black cubes with ancient Vulcan writing on them. 

Spock sighed and dropped to his knees by the container of dark cubes. “The 
Library of Vulcan,” he whispered. Still staring, Spock said, “Mister Scott, 
would you see that these items are transported aboard?” Then he took a cube 
and pressed it to his forehead. 


Go to page 92. 
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From page 29. 


They found the Teela village farther on in the cave. All the villagers ran at 
the sight of the invaders, and the Teela guard they had captured snorted in 
disgust. 

Kirk did not wait. He pressed on. The cave wound around, rising slightly. 
Then they turned a corner, and there it was. 

Like a pearl the size of a house, the vault rested in a cavern dripping with 
stalactites. The stalagmites rising from the floor had been cut off smoothly and 
it had cleared a space for the pearly object. 

“Stasis field, do you think?” Kirk asked Nakashima, the engineer. 

“Let me test it, Captain.” Kirk cautioned him to be careful. The young 
officer approached the sphere with his eyes on the tricorder. 

There was a deep, muffled sound, something like a bell. Nakashima halted, 
then he reported to Kirk. “Something happening, sir. I see energy readings, 
O” 

Like a line of fence posts, a series of sparkling columns appeared all around 
the sphere. Nakashima jumped back as the columns formed into humanoid 
shapes, wavered, then refined themselves as Vulcans. 


Unfamiliar Vulcans on page 57. 


Well-known Vulcans on page 110. 
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From page 38. 


Spock found himself in another featureless room carved from rock, with 
another globe of light floating above. But this was different: a cube of a dark 
red material was lying on the floor. 

Without hesitation, Spock picked it up and pressed it to his forehead, for he 
recognized it as an antique memoir, a kind of mind-to-mind recording used by 
the ancient Vulcans. 

... darkness ... space ... the passing stars ... the mission ... the message ... 
death comes ... I cannot complete ... the mission ... but I must ... ship 
destroyed ... meteor ... the chambers, the moons, the treasure ... 

Spock’s mind tried to grasp the full meaning of the recording. It was ages 
old, the very atoms of the recording had drifted, the molecules recombining. 
He was getting only fragments of meaning. He felt tired, tense, and agitated. 
He realized these were also emotions — from a time beyond history, from a 
time when his race had fought great battles with itself. 

From before, from the shameful past. 


More is revealed on page 58. 
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From page 35. 


“T think Mister Spock is saying that only Vulcans will be able to go beyond 
this point,” Montgomery Scott said. “Am I right, Mister Spock?” 

“Logic, Mister Scott. This would appear to be some Vulcan artifact, an 
ancient repository or vault of some sort, with elaborate precautions. I would 
think that a kind of filter would be in effect. We should make ourselves 
comfortable and be ready to—” 

Spock simply turned to a sparkling length of light and vanished. “Now we 
know,” Bobbi Wagner whispered, looking at the place where Spock had been. 
“Vulcans only beyond this point.” 

Spock found himself in another, smaller featureless room lit by a globe of 
soft light. He saw a red cube on the floor and knew what it was. He picked it 
up and pressed it to his forehead. At once he was assaulted by strong sense 
memories. 

... the mission is not completed ... I am dying like the rest ... guardians ... 
three ... must complete ... you are of Vulcan blood, you must help ... 


Proceed to page 58. 
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From page 40. 


“Yes, sir, there’s the Enterprise,’ Lieutenant Collins said quickly. “We 
should go there at once. Doctor McCoy needs help.” 

“He will recover momentarily,” Chekov said. “I did not use deadly force.” 
He waggled his hands and moved his arms around, felt his jaw, and ran his 
hands over his well-muscled body. 

“Very well,” he said at last. “I am ready to go board your ship. But first I 
must ready my cargo.” 

Chekov reached down and picked up the remaining two stones. Clenching 
one in each fist, he shivered all over. “We go,” he said. 

Mister Sulu beamed the team aboard at once and they hurried Doctor 
McCoy off to the medical section. Maude Fox and Lieutenant Collins 
exchanged looks and stayed close to Chekov, who was looking around 
curiously at the ship. 

Collins said. “Fox, will you keep the commander happy while I report to 
the bridge?” Maude nodded, her eyes on Chekov. 

Out of sight and hearing, Collins punched a wall communicator. “Bridge, 
this is Collins.” 

“Yes, Lieutenant?” Sulu said. 

“Sir, there’s something funny going on. Mister Chekov is not acting—” He 
felt a hand at his neck, and then fell into blackness. 


Chekov runs amok on page 59. 
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From page 39. 


When Lieutenant Collins started to draw his phaser, he found Chekov too 
fast for him. “We shall return to your vessel,” Chekov said. “You will carry 
that entity,’ he said, pointing at McCoy. “I am prepared to consider any 
alternatives to complete my mission.” 

“Which is?” asked Pat Bradley. 

Carefully Chekov bent to pick up the other two stones, keeping his eye and 
weapon on the humans. “To return my portion of the task to Vulcan. Your 
ship is capable of such a voyage, is it not?” 

“Yeah, grumbled Ricky Randall, “but why not just talk to Captain Kirk? 
I’m sure he’d help out and—” 

“Quiet! In our civil war we have been betrayed far too many times by 
members of our own race. Why should I trust another?” 

“Because those wars were over centuries ago!” Bradley said angrily. 
“Besides, Mister Spock is aboard. He’s a Vulcan!” 

“Those wars between logic and illogic were over so long ago,” said Maude 
Fox. “What you are doing is not logical.” 

“From my experience, it is,’ Chekov said. “Perhaps we Vulcans have 
evolved, but I’m from a different time!” 


Proceed to page 60. 
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From page 41. 


Captain Kirk gave orders in a whisper, then flipped open his communicator 
as he stepped back around the bend of the cave, out of sight. 

The transporter beam picked him up and moved him a few yards closer, to 
appear in a twinkling shape of bright light in the midst of the Teela camp. The 
baglike creatures cowered away, staring, then fell to prostrate themselves 
before him. 

“T thought that might work,” Kirk said. “Come in, everyone.” With his 
communicator he brought in Bergstresser, St. John, and Ortmo, the Teela, 
who, not having seen Captain Kirk’s ‘miraculous’ appearance, could not 
understand his fellow Teelas’ attitude. 

“These must be guardians of some kind,’ Lieutenant Nakashima said, 
indicating the glowing spheres and the strategic position in the cave. “It must 
be back there,” he pointed, “and that’s where the detector points.” 

“I agree, Lieutenant,” Kirk said. “We will beam down a few security 
people, then go on.” But he was staring at the Vulcan skull on the stake. 


Something beautiful waits on page 63. 


A discovery is made on page 78. 
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From page 41. 


“Is that human or some other humanoid race?” Kirk whispered to Dr. 
Chapel. She looked at it for a long time through an instrument, then spoke. 

“Vulcan, Captain. Very old, too, I imagine. Perhaps even pre-war.” 

Kirk raised his eyebrows. Then he gave orders. “Set on stun, and let’s go.” 
They rose from behind the rocks, and Ortmo shouted a warning in a high, 
shrill voice. The Teelas grabbed at their spears and clubs but stopped when 
they saw the uniformed humans advancing. 

One of the older-looking Teelas said something, and they all threw down 
their weapons and clasped their hands before them. Ortmo shouted 
impatiently at them. “No, no, you dark-mad slug-creepers! These are not the 
Valna! They do not even know who the Valna are! They are invaders, you 
pool-slime! Grasp your weapons! Cut them down! They are vulnerable and—” 

The cool snout of a phaser against his face stopped the Teela guard in his 
tracks, and Sergeant Aragonés smiled pleasantly. “They think you are the 
Valna returned,” Ortmo said in disgust. 


An alien arifact is found on page 64. 
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From page 42. 


The skull was on a wooden stake set high over the clearing in the rock 
where the Teelas were gathered. 

Kirk stared at it, trying to identify it. Js it a Vulcan skull? Human? Romulan 
— or even Klingon? That it was from a humanoid species was self-evident, but 
which? He motioned Dr. Chapel forward and pointed at the skull. She looked 
at it through an instrument, pressed a button, then slumped behind a rock to 
examine the image on a tiny screen. 

“Vulcan,” she pronounced in a whisper. 

But she whispered too loudly, and the Teelas froze for a second, then 
scrambled for weapons. In seconds there was a swarm of the baglike creatures 
clambering over the rocks, squeaking shrilly as they attacked. 

Kirk had only moments to order his team to double-check that their phasers 
were on stun “Fire!” he ordered. 


The Enterprise team gets a rude shock on page 61. 


There’s a skirmish on page 62. 
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From page 42. 


“Phasers on stun. Don’t fire unless they attack,” Kirk whispered. They rose 
and started to advance on the Teela camp. Immediately there was a torrent of 
shrill squeals. Every Teela grabbed a spear and, without waiting for any order, 
charged at the invaders from the rocks. 

The captured guard, Ortmo, shouted shrilly at the other Teela until Sergeant 
Aragonés stuck a phaser in his face. 

“Ready to fire,” Kirk said calmly. “Fire!” 

The phasers sizzled the air, but to the astonishment of the spacemen, this 
only staggered the thick-bodied Teelas for a moment. Then on they came, 
hurtling rocks and waving their spears. Aragonés fell beneath a rock, then St. 
John, and Captain Kirk, a stone smashing into his forehead. 

When he awoke, he found that they were all alive, except that snake- 
creatures — alive — had bound their hands and feet. Only Dr. Chapel was 
unbound, but there was a snake around her neck She bent over him. “Take it 
easy, sir. We have to move carefully. They have our communicators, and the 
phasers are useless. And from every indication they are cannibals.” 


Go to page 69 to find out more. 


56 


From page 44. 


Spock’s mind went dark. 

Then, as if from a great distance, came a spot of light. It grew, changed 
color, expanded to fill his mind. 

It overwhelmed Spock with impressions, staggered him with the scope of 
its contents. He swayed on his feet, but continued to press the cube to his 
forehead. 

What he saw... what he experienced... was the beginning of the universe. 
The great explosion of all matter into the endless void, the swirling of atoms 
into galaxies, into worlds and stars and races and water and air. The beginning 
of life, the rise of a hundred, a thousand, a million intelligent life forms. 
Among them was that of the Vulcans, rising out of the copper seas, going to 
the stars, battling and winning, losing and trying again. 

The history of his race. 

It stopped at the climactic moment in the history of the Vulcans: the turning 
point of the final war. 

The light faded from his mind. Spock knew the rest: logic had won over 
illogic. The Vulcan race had been saved. What he held in his hand, the 
featureless cube, was worth more than the treasure in the chest. 


Go to page 90. 


57 


From page 47. 


The saturnine figures looked at the Earthmen without expression. Kirk 
knew they were projections from some inner guardian device. He stepped 
forward, and the Vulcan eyes moved to him. 

“Live long and prosper,” he said in passable Vulcan, holding up his hand. 

The figure nearest Kirk also raised his hand in the Vulcan salute. “Live 
long and prosper. May we ask your race?” 

“Human. Homo sapiens. From the planet Earth, third planet in the Sol 
System.” 

“We know not this world.” 

“T think you come from... from long ago. You have been here how long?” 

“One million, two hundred thousand, and fifty-seven mirrons,” the Vulcan 
said. 

Kirk frowned, and Marta Bergstresser whispered to him, “Sir, that’s about 
from the time of the Vulcan wars.” 

“Yes,” the Vulcan said. “We have no information on that. Which side 
won?” 


To find the answer, go to page 65. 


58 


From page 48. 
From page 49. 


The cube pressed to his head, Spock “remembered” things from a time of 
Vulcan history that all contemporary Vulcans suppressed, memories from 
“before, when they had behaved in outrageously illogical ways. 

... secret chambers in the three moons ... tests ... tests and more tests ... of 
Skill, courage, and logic ... dying ... going ... must leave this ... 

Spock’s face was tense as the raw emotions of the dying Vulcan washed 
over him. 

... I am Sobak ... guardian of ... important for Vulcan ... must be returned 
... to a world of logic only ... protected ... must not fall into ... 

The recording ended. Spock pulled back from the blackness as from a fog. 
For a long moment he rested, then he spoke. 

“I am Spock. I am a Vulcan. I take the responsibility. But save my 
companions as well.” 

At once he was transported to the surface. A second later, the others 
appeared in shimmering shafts of light. Then the treasure. 

It was not what he expected. 


Go to page 114. 


59 


From page 50. 


Lieutenant Commander Pavel Andreivich Chekov walked quickly down the 
curving passage. Behind him he heard voices as the unconscious bodies of 
Fox and Collins were discovered. His movements grew frantic as he 
discovered no way to the command center of the bridge. 

“Logic,” he muttered to himself. “Use logic. Do as Surak teaches. Do not 
trust your emotions. Use logic.” 

Chekov found the turbolift just as two security men ran out of it. They 
turned as he entered, but the doors were already hissing closed. He saw no 
buttons, no controls. “Voice-activated.” he muttered. “To the bridge,” he 
commanded, but nothing happened. 

The doors slid open as the two security men charged in. But Chekov had 
only to grab at their necks and they fell at his feet. 

“Language,” he said aloud. “The moving chamber is keyed to this barbaric 
language of theirs. What is the word I want?” 

The doors slid back again, and this time he was looking at Pat Bradley’s 
phaser. It flashed, and everything ceased. 


Go to page 115. 


60 


From page 51. 


They were beamed up by the unsuspecting transporter crew, and Chekov 
forced Maude Fox to lead them to the bridge. Behind, in the transporter room, 
he left the unconscious bodies of the team and the transporter crew. 

The red door hissed open and Maude Fox preceded Chekov onto the bridge. 
Sulu turned in the captain’s chair, smiling, and Uhura looked at them from her 
post. “Tell us what you found,” Sulu suggested. 

But Chekov was busy studying the controls in the big, round room. Uhura 
looked at Maude Fox and saw her fright. With her back to Chekov, she was 
making faces. 

“What’s the matter?” Sulu asked her. 

“Nothing’s the matter,” Chekov said. As he turned away, Uhura pulled her 
phaser from the drawer where she kept it and simply shot down Chekov 
where he stood. 

Sulu gaped at her. “I certainly hope I’m right,” Uhura said. 

“You are!” Maude Fox exclaimed, and told them what had occurred. 

“But why did you shoot him?” Sulu said intently. “He’s... he’s Chekov!” 

“No, he wasn’t polite,” Uhura said. “He just wasn’t Pavel. And I... I took 
the chance.” 


Go to page 115. 


61 


From page 54. 


But the phasers did not work. Their beams slashed out at the Teelas, and for 
a moment they were staggered and bumped into each other, then they charged 
again. 

Their nervous systems are different! Kirk thought. A phaser’s electronic 
disruption of the functioning of the nervous system was effective in over 95 
percent of all the creatures the Federation had encountered. The Teelas were 
not one of those. 

“Don’t kill them!” Kirk ordered as he saw Aragonés and St. John start to 
reset their weapons to Kill. But a flurry of rocks came at them, and one 
smashed into Kirk’s forehead and he went down. 

Kirk saw Dr. Chapel bend over him and beyond her two of the leather-sack 
people jump on Sergeant Aragonés. The tough non-com flung them off and 
tried again to reset his weapon, but three more of the Teelas hit him, and he 
went down. 

Unconsciousness overtook Kirk. His last memory was of thinking. A 
starship captain felled by a rock... 


Kirk makes a grisly discovery on page 66. 


62 


From page 54. 


The unfortunate Teelas toppled as if tripped under the stun beams of the 
Enterprise crew. Kirk sent Dr. Chapel to check them out. At least 95 percent 
of all the races the Federation had encountered were affected by the phaser’s 
ability to temporarily disrupt the functioning of the nervous system. Here and 
there they had found races, both intelligent and otherwise, that were different 
enough to resist... or so fragile they died under the mildest of stun settings. 

The Teelas were all unconscious but otherwise healthy. It was Ortmo, the 
captured guard, who made the most trouble. “You have killed my people! 
They are dead! You are slime-pods! You are garf-durms! Dorfs! Moss- 
squash!” 

“Easy, little fella,’ Aragonés said. ““They’ re alive, they’ re just... sleeping 

Ortmo stared. “They fell as noble warriors.” 

“Indeed, great warriors, with a technology just a bit out of date.” 

“No technology is dated, Sergeant,” Kirk corrected. “Not as long as it 
works. You can be killed with a rock or a beta ray but you are still just as 
dead.” 


7? 


A fantastic discovery is made on page 78. 


63 


From page 52. 


Leaving the Teela camp, Kirk and his team walked for some distance in the 
cave. They passed the area of ragged rocks and into a deeper area where water 
had carved out fantastic caverns and hung long stalactites from the ceiling and 
built up great rugged stalagmites from the floor. A well-worn path was 
discerned between these wonders. They passed beneath canopies of frozen 
stone, past ice beds and curious monumentlike towers, into narrow passages 
and out into great vaults of crystal. 

Then they found it. They knew at once they had found it, for it glowed 
softly of its own light. It was a crystal palace set in a great cavern. The light 
came from within, dimly seen through facets of rose crystal, through violet 
and blue and pink, through orange facets and purple mirrors. 

The path curved around the great pile of crystal, and here and there were 
rotting or fossilized or dead dry heaps of food, of offerings, of glittering rock 
and polished wood. 

“IPs... it’s beautiful!” Bergstresser whispered. It was like being in a 
cathedral, and the Enterprise crewmen automatically spoke softer. 


The crystal palace retains its secrets on page 67. 


64 


From page 53. 


When Kirk stood up, the Teelas squealed and ran in every direction. From 
the safety of darkness and the tumbled rock they started throwing stones, but a 
few stun blasts kept them back. 

Kirk ordered his team onward, and they passed through the Teela camp. 
“Some guards,” St. John muttered. 

“To them, we are like some kind of supermen.” Nakashima reminded the 
security man. “They are primitive. Have you ever read of the cargo cult on 
Earth, or the simulators of Galen IX? But watch for rocks, just the same.” 

Deeper into the cave they passed into an area of stalagmites and stalactites, 
wondrous caves thousands of years in the making. They were dry and cool, 
and great curtains of multicolored rock had been formed by centuries of 
dripping water. 

Then they came into a large cavern and their lights flashed off the colored 
facets of a great crystal structure the size of a small castle. 

“I think we’ve found it,” Kirk said, then wondered what they had found. 


Go to page 67 for more about the crystal palace. 


65 


From page 57. 


“Logic, the side of logic won,” Kirk said. “Vulcan is at peace with itself 
now.” 

“Yes,” the figure said unemotionally. “Then it is time to restore our 
responsibility to our people. Our starship was destroyed. We shall require a 
vessel to return us to Vulcan.” 

“I think Starfleet would approve,” Kirk said. “I offer my ship, the U.S.S. 
Enterprise.” 

“Tt is suitable?” 

Kirk smiled slightly. “I think you will find it so, yes.” 

“Capable of transporting this?” The pearly sphere blinked out of existence 
— along with all but the single Vulcan spokesman. Within the sphere was a 
great stack of cubes. Some were opaque, some glowed, some were clear and 
their contents clearly seen. There were objects of art, ritual weapons, great 
containers of nothing but pearls, jewels, bars of precious metals. But there 
were also many boxes of palm-sized colored slabs that Kirk recognized as 
information ‘books.’ Knowledge, he thought. Philosophy, science, history, art 
— a treasure house of information and ideas. 


Go to page 113. 


66 


From page 61. 


Consciousness returned slowly, and Kirk thought he was blind. But then 
something moved and caught the light. Kirk realized he had been staring into 
the blackness of the cave. He started to roll over, and discovered his wrists 
and ankles were tied. He held them up and shivered, for his bonds were 
living! 

A scaled creature of some sort was wrapped around his wrists, its 
multitoothed mouth filled with its own tail. Its eyes were closed, but Kirk 
could feel the pulsebeat of its blood. 

Dr. Chapel knelt beside him. With a start of horror, Kirk saw that a similar 
scaled snakelike creature was around her throat. 

“Ssshush.” she said. “It’s asleep.” She touched the thing around her neck. 
“The Teelas have some kind of voice control. A word, and the creature 
awakes to swallow more of itself.” She looked nervous, but checked Kirk’s 
head. “They won’t let me bandage you, but I washed it. How many fingers?” 

“Three. Where’s your Feinberger?” 

“They took it. Back to primitive medicine. It’s lucky Doctor McCoy insists 
on learning as much of that as possible. Not that it matters. They’re going to 
eat us anyway.” 


The Teelas triumph on page 68. 


The human team is in deep trouble on page 69. 


67 


From page 63. 
From page 64. 


Lieutenant Nakashima aimed his tricorder at the mountain of glowing 
crystal. 

“The transmitter is inside, Captain Kirk,” he reported. They walked all the 
way around, but found no entrance, or even a sign of a sealed entrance. 
“Doctor Chapel, anyone: how do you think whoever left this here, whatever it 
is, planned to get back in?” 

“Um, Captain,” the doctor said slowly, “I suspect it’s Vulcan in nature, if 
only because of the skull. Therefore, it must be logically constructed for 
retrieval.” 

“Unless it was placed here by non-logical Vulcans, sir,” Barry St. John 
suggested. 

“True,” Kirk said, “but let’s go ahead on the presumption of logic. First, 
would they want to open it at some time in their future? Or is it a tomb?” 

“Sir,” Bergstresser spoke up. “They have a transmitter inside. That says to 
me they wished to call someone — or something — here. Presumably to open 
it.” 

They all nodded and Sergeant Aragonés said, “Shall I try a phaser, sir?” 

“No, not yet,” Kirk said. “If the builders were human, we might try, oh, 
“Open, Sesame,’ but they weren’t.” 


Go to page 70 and hope they solve the problem. 


68 


From page 66. 


Kirk sat up. Set against a ring of rocks were the rest of his team. Aragonés 
was out, his head bloody. Bergstresser and Nakashima were awake and 
looking at him. St. John was missing. “Where’s St. John?” Kirk demanded. 

“I don’t know,” Dr. Chapel said. “When the dust settled he was gone. He 
escaped, or they took him away.” 

One of the Teelas came up to Kirk holding the translator, and the starship 
commander recognized him as Ortmo, the guard. “Invader, you are with us 
again. That is good. We do not like it when a sacrifice is dead.” 

“Sacrifice?” Kirk asked, his eyes narrowing. “We are representatives of the 
Federation and—” 

“Quiet!” Ortmo yelled. He strutted back and forth, the object of all eyes, 
including the other Teelas. “I have conquered you! I conquered the great 
malamoor, I conquered you! It was I, Ortmo, who led you into the trap!” 

Bergstresser snorted in disgust and Kirk tried to reach his communicator. 
“Save it, Captain,’ Lieutenant Nakashima said. “They took all the 
communicators first thing. Threw them in the pot.” 

“I, Ortmo the Magnificent! I have caught the invaders! In the name of the 
Valna!” 


A break for freedom on page 71. 
A bold bluff on page 72. 


69 


From page 55. 
From page 66. 


Kirk stared at her. “Cannibalism?” 

She nodded, her fingers on his wounded and aching head. “They don’t have 
an overabundance of food here. You saw the world outside. A few rabbit-like 
creatures and that’s it. They’re omnivores. Eat moss, algae, whatever they can 
get — and who can blame them? We’re a feast on wheels.” 

Kirk touched the cold scales of the snakelike reptile around her neck. “How 
can we get these off?” 

Chapel shrugged. “Captain Kirk, that’s why they pay you to solve problems 
like that. I have my hands full with a bunch of high-tech starship hotshots who 
were bested by primitives throwing rocks.” 

“Thanks a lot, Doctor,” Kirk said with a wry grin. “But you’re right, I am 
supposed to be the one who comes up with the ideas.” He looked over to 
where the Teelas were tending a big earthen pot over a fire. “Are all our 
communicators gone?” Chapel nodded and stood up. 

“You'll be all right; I don’t have anything for your headache. They put the 
communicators over by the skull.” 

Kirk saw them, along with their phasers, heaped around a stake that held a 
skull. Now what? he thought. 


A discovery of historic implications made on page 80. 


70 


From page 67. 


“Nothing this elaborate would open to any casual request,” Dr. Chapel 
suggested. 

“A code?” shrugged Nakashima. “Vibration? Light? Vulcanese phrases?” 

“Wait,” Kirk said. “Light. Powerful light, something stronger than a torch, 
something more intense than one of the glowing spheres back there. That 
would indicate a technology of some complexity, wouldn’t it?” 

“Try it, Captain,’ Dr. Chapel encouraged. 

Kirk took out his phaser and set it for the visible light spectrum and aimed 
it at the crystal castle. 

Nothing. 

“Try ultraviolet,” Dr. Chapel said. 

The ultraviolet beam played over the whole structure, and still nothing. 
Then Kirk directed the beam at the faceted part of the structure nearest the 
way they had come in. 

They gasped as a section of the crystal wall simply vanished. An entrance 
had been achieved. 


The crystal castle surrenders on page 86. 


71 


From page 68. 


“Doctor Chapel,” Kirk said, looking straight at their captor, Ortmo. “Do 
you know the word for release in Teela?” 

“No, Captain, I-” 

Ortmo swung his spear shaft and knocked Dr. Chapel over on her side. Kirk 
growled and struck out with his bound feet, sweeping Ortmo off balance so 
that he crashed to the rock, stunned. 

Acting swiftly, Nakashima and Bergstresser rolled over and knocked down 
several of the fragile-limbed Teelas, then kicking hard at them. 

Kirk’s hands were bound in front of him and he grabbed up Ortmo’s spear 
and awkwardly held it to the wild-eyed Teela’s chest. “Say the word! Tell 
these things to release us!” 

The Teela’s tiny mouth worked, but no word came out. “Come on 
Magnificent Ortmo: tell them!” Kirk demanded. 

“Yulma!” he croaked, and the scaly creatures around their wrist and ankles 
and around Dr. Chapel’s throat opened their jaws and fell away, scampering at 
once into crevices in the rock. 

“Lieutenant Nakashima, Bergstresser, get the phasers, get the 
communicators!” Nakashima kicked over the bubbling pot, and the stew 
poured out in a great splash. 


Escape and exploration on page 73. 


A battle royal on page 74. 


72 


From page 68. 


Kirk watched the cavorting Teela with annoyance. “Bergstresser, you’re the 
closest to the pot Think you can tip it over toward me?” 

‘TIl try, Captain,” she said, but Ortmo whirled around, the translator in his 
grasp. 

“Aha!” he yelled, his leathery doll-face wrinkling in glee. “You try to 
escape!” 

“Of course!” Kirk yelled, sitting up. He struggled to get to his feet and 
swayed precariously. “We are obligated to try! It is in the code of the warriors 
of the United Federation of Planets, you high-vacuum idiot!” As Kirk roared 
out his anger to the Teela, he saw Bergstresser, attention diverted from her, 
inching closer to the pot. 

“You are holding prisoner the captain of a star- ship! The U.S.S. 
Enterprise! Do you know what that means?” Go on, Bergstresser, go! “They 
shall appear like avenging knights, in bars of light, with great swords of 
power, to cut you all down!” Almost there, keep going! “The Valna shall fall 
before us! The Teelas are as nothing! The Enterprise is—” 

Bergstresser kicked at the pot; it swayed on its wooden tripod, but did not 
fall. She kicked again, a fierce little woman fighting for her life. The Teela 
shouted, and the neck-snakes tightened. 


Hand-to-hand combat on page 75. 
A deadly bluff on page 76. 


73 


From page 71. 


Nakashima and Bergstresser picked their weapons out of the slop on the 
dusty floor and wiped them off their clothes. Nakashima handed a phaser and 
communicator to his captain. 

Kirk flipped his communicator open. “Kirk to Enterprise, come in.” 

“Uhura here, Captain. Are you all right?” 

“Yes, more or less. Have a combat team beamed to these coordinates.” 
Quickly Kirk reported what they had found. “We’re going ahead into the 
cave.” Past the Vulcan skull, he thought. 

A few minutes later the combat team arrived, and Kirk was able to find St. 
John lying unconscious in a crevice in the rock. 

Dr. Chapel sent Aragonés and St. John back to the ship for treatment, then 
insisted on going on with the exploration. 

They walked past the glowing globes and into the darkness of the cave, 
each staring at the Vulcan skull as they passed. 


Discovery on page 77. 


A surprise on page 78. 


74 


From page 71. 


Bergstresser snatched a dripping communicator from the sticky stew and 
flipped it open as she dodged the blow from a Teela. “Enterprise, emergency! 
Beam down-” She broke off to duck another blow, but fell awkwardly, her 
hands and ankles bound. “Enterprise! These coordinates! Now! Help!” She 
rolled in the hot stew and screamed, but the Teela slipped and fell. 

“Arrr!” Dr. Chapel cried as the neck-snake started to choke her. 

The emergency team arrived faster than Kirk had hoped. They must have 
been sitting in the transporter room! Sulu must have— 

A Teela drove his spear at the starship captain, who rolled aside and tripped 
the warrior with his bound feet, then struck the leathery creature with his 
bound fists. He winced as the binding snakes tightened their hold. 

Then the phaser beams were stabbing ineffectually at the Teelas. But they 
adapted quickly. The Enterprise security people were swift: fists and kicks, 
tosses and punches, and the Teelas were laid out. 

A security man aimed a phaser at Kirk’s wrists and, before he could protest, 
fired. An ultraviolet beam did it, and the snake dropped off, dead. 


The desperate situation continues on page 79. 


75 


From page 72. 


With a final kick, Bergstresser sent the pot over. It spilled out slimy stew as 
it burst open, sending it washing toward Kirk. As expected, the Teelas 
charged, descending on Bergstresser and Kirk, but Dr. Chapel knew her duty 
and sidestepped the Teelas to reach the stack of communicators. She flipped 
one open. 

“Enterprise, quick, beam in on these coordinates and—” A Teela struck at 
her with his spear shaft, but already she was choking as the neck-snakes 
tightened their hold. The others of the landing party were also crying out in 
pain as the snakes tightened. 

Nakashima kicked away the Teela poised to deal a death blow to Dr. 
Chapel. Grimacing with pain, he rolled to her and tried to pull the neck-snake 
off, but the doctor only cried out in a strangled voice. 

There was a sizzle in the air, and a combat team arrived. “The stun setting 
doesn’t work!” Kirk yelled, and Lieutenant Commander Sulu leaped into the 
air, delivering a solid kick to the face of the nearest Teela. In moments the 
Teelas were downed. but Dr. Chapel was turning purple, her eyes bulging. 


There’s help on page 79. 


76 


From page 72. 


Captain Kirk threw himself at Ortmo, and they fell in a tangle. The snakes 
around his wrists were cutting off the circulation to his hands and they were 
becoming numb. But he managed to snatch up a primitive Teela sword and 
put it to Ortmo’s throat — or where he thought the throat might be. 

“Stop the snakes or die!” The translator had been tossed away, but there 
was no mistaking Kirk’s harsh voice. Ortmo croaked out a word and all the 
snakes loosened themselves, fell off, and wiggled away into cracks in the 
rocks. 

Dr. Chapel gasped, her sounds raspy and harsh, but with Bergstresser’s 
help she was soon sitting up, looking pale but game. 

The rest of Kirk’s crew had seized their phasers and, more importantly, the 
communicators, and in moments Lieutenant Commander Sulu, left in 
command of the Enterprise, had beamed down a double team of armed men. 
It was not their phasers but their menacing bulk which cowed the Teelas into 
submission. They crouched morosely and watched Kirk form up his team to 
continue into the cave. 


Proceed to page 80. 


77 


From page 73. 


“Look, Captain!” Bergstresser said, pointing at a collapsed cave roof of a 
branching passage. “Look at the roof. Does that look like some kind of laser 
cut to you, sir?” 

“It does. Someone deliberately brought down the roof — and a long time 
ago. Wait, what’s that?” Kirk shined his light on the lower part of the rubble, 
to the side. Here rocks had been pulled aside and a passage opened. 

Nakashima’s tricorder reported no life forms beyond the rubble. He 
volunteered to be the first into the hands-and-knees passage. 

On his communicator, he reported back to his commanding officer. “Sir, the 
passage has almost ended. I... I... great suns! Captain, Captain, you won’t 
believe this! It’s — come see, Captain Kirk, come see!” 


An astonishing discovery on page 81. 


The goal is near on page 82. 


78 


From page 52. 
From page 62. 
From page 73. 


The cave narrowed as they moved carefully along. Nakashima’s detector 
kept them on track, and he kept saying the signal was getting stronger. 

“Oops,” Nakashima said, turning around. “We’ ve passed it.” 

“There’s been nothing but rock walls,” Bergstresser said, swinging her light 
around the walls. “No, wait!” 

There was a spot on the bare rock where it was smoother. They all moved 
closer, and Kirk nodded. “Smoothed by a laser or some phaser setting. 
Lieutenant, aim your phaser at the center,” he said, aiming his own weapon. 
“Fire!” 

The rock melted and ran like thin mud under the molecular disruption of 
the twin beams. Suddenly there was a dark hole, and Kirk ordered a stop. 
They had broached into a side cavern. Cautiously, they approached and shined 
their lights into the hole. “Oh, my goodness!” Bergstresser said in tones of 
awe. “Look at that!” Nakashima gasped. 


See what they have found on page 83. 


79 


From page 74. 
From page 75. 


One of the combat team jumped to the doctor’s help, and when tugging 
didn’t work, he took out his phaser and spun the setting dial to the lowest 
setting. “Hold still, Doc,” he said and aimed it carefully. The phaser hummed 
and the neck-snake dropped away, stunned, leaving the doctor gasping for 
breath. 

A quick check by a medic showed everyone more or less good shape. Kirk 
left the combat team to await the awakening of the Teelas, and he took the rest 
of his group — including a pale but determined Dr. Chapel — farther into the 
complex of cave passages. 

It was only a few hundred meters on that they found the source of the radio 
signal. There was a cavern, not very big, only about the size of the bridge on 
the Enterprise. But it had been filled completely with a great treasure. An 
attempt had been made to fuse rocks across the entrance, but someone — 
probably the Teelas had pulled them aside. Through a ragged entrance, the 
people from space saw great riches. 

Stacks of gold bars, casks of jewels, three crowns, art objects, and some 
rotting garments covered with jewels. But no skeleton to match the Vulcan 
skull. 


Another discovery on page 87. 


80 


From page 69. 
From page 76. 


The cave narrowed and broadened, as caves do, but eventually they came 
into a section of quartz vast layers of purple and violet, rose and white quartz. 
“Gold.” whispered Aragonés respectfully “Sir, look: gold.” 

Laced in the walls were fine strings of the precious metal. The veins of gold 
thickened until they were as wide as a finger. They followed the rich ore 
deeper, until they were stopped by a wall of almost pure gold. 

“The tricorder doesn’t do well through such heavy metal,” Nakashima 
protested. 

“Phasers on disruption,” Kirk ordered. 

All of their hand weapons focused on one point, and Kirk ordered them to 
fire. The burnt smell of stone and gold assaulted their nostrils, but the gold ran 
in molten rivulets down the face of the wall pooling up in rich deposits. Then 
suddenly they had cut through. They fanned their focus to penetrate less, and 
widened the hole until they could see inside. 

Their lights revealed something totally unexpected: a treasure whose value 
was beyond their dreams. 


Go to page 88. 


81 


From page 77. 


Kirk stuck his head and light out of the narrow passage, and what he saw 
made him suck in his breath in amazement. 

There was a large metal chest, big enough for several humans to sit inside. 
It had been pried open and overturned. Out had spilled jewels, and golden 
casks of radiens, fire diamonds, and a tiara made for an immense skull, carved 
plaques, and softly gleaming faceted objects of art. It was a treasure that 
would have caused pirates Morgan or Blackbeard to have a heart attack. 

Near it was a headless skeleton, half broken into calcium dust. A rusting 
weapon lay near its hand. “Doctor Chapel,” Kirk called. “Please come here.” 

She identified it as a Vulcan skeleton of great age Then she picked up a 
crown of great beauty, made of cast metal and ornamented with precious 
stones and pearls. “What beauty!” she sighed. “How did it get here? Look, 
that’s a Vulcan symbol. That, too.” 

“Spock will know,” Kirk said. “But what made the signal?” Nakashima’s 
detector searched the cave until he found a dull metal box without 
ornamentation or controls. 

“Why did it start signaling now?” Kirk asked. “A timer? One set for 
hundreds of years?” 
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A great chamber had been scooped in the side of the dark cave. There was 
some kind of hazy screen across it, almost imperceptible. Before it lay the 
skeletons of several races. There were several Teela, recognized by their 
bulky, squarish shape. In the exact center was the headless skeleton of’ a 
Vulcan. There were two more skeletons, not at first identifiable, but one was 
humanoid with a head-horn and the other some kind of four-legged beast or 
entity. 

But beyond the hazy screen was a treasure the likes of which none of them 
had ever seen. There were jewels, hundreds, perhaps thousands of them, 
scattered about like sand. Here and there were tiaras, necklaces, bracelets of 
precious gems. At the center, on a ledge carved into the rock, was a stack of 
gold bars, each bearing a different mark or seal. On top of the stack were three 
crowns, one atop two. One crown was dark, tarnished, and battered. another 
bright gold with gems, and the third, on top, was a simple ringlet which 
pulsed with a glowing light. 

“T think Mister Spock should see this,” Kirk said. 
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Through the still smoking hole in the solid rock they saw three piles of 
glittering treasure, three ragged cones of wealth beyond their dreams. 

There were clear spheres filled with faceted jewels stacked like cannonballs 
in one pyramid. In another were objects of art, made of jade, gold, transfixed 
water, pale dull metal-like orchid petals, bright silvery objects, jeweled eggs, 
daggers, a ceremonial ax. 

The third stack was solely bars of gold, each with a strange emblem cast 
into it. The stack was higher than a man, and a jeweled crown was set atop it 
askew. 

They carefully cut away the entrance until they could step over the 
disintegrated wall and get closer. In the center, between the three towers of 
treasure, was an almost unnoticed object, a cube of clear plastic. Imbedded in 
it was a signal device, the one that had been signaling. 

“But why now?” Kirk wondered aloud. “After all this time. This stuff must 
have been here for centuries!” And where, he thought, is the skeleton 
belonging to the Vulcan skull? 
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“ ‘The Valna, which the Teela spoke of, was their ancient name for the 
Vulcan or Vulcans who came here to hide the treasure,” Kirk said. 

“The globes were work lights of some sort, then, Lieutenant Nakashima 
said. 

“Did the Vulcan commit suicide by bringing down the roof?’ asked 
Bergstresser. 

“We may never know. Perhaps the Teelas attacked, perhaps it was an 
accident, suicide, or something else,” Kirk suggested. “Spock says it all must 
be returned to Vulcan, and he’s obviously right. 

“Ohhh,” sighed Bergstresser dramatically. “Oh, dear.” She dug a dark gem 
from her tunic and held it out to Kirk. “I fell in love with this one. It feels 
warm, do you notice?” 

“A Vulcan repository, Kirk said. “For the thoughts of some ancient king. 
They’ll be happy to get it back. They don’t have much from that pre-war 
period to study. They are only now able to look back into that traumatic time 
with any perspective. I think we did well.” He grinned at the others. “Now 
let’s go see what Chekov and Mister Spock found.” 
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Spock looked at the treasure without expression, but Kirk could tell the 
Vulcan was moved. The spell was broken as Lieutenant Nakashima took a 
tridimensional photo. Then he switched to another camera and panned slowly 
over the great find, recording each piece in its place and the rocky chamber 
they were in. 

“Maybe on Vulcan they’d like to put it all in a museum with each item as 
we found it.” 

“You sound like an archaeologist, Lieutenant,” Marta Bergstresser said. 
“But how do we get through the screen? Obviously it’s death to some, she 
said, gesturing at the bony skeletons all around. 

Spock roused himself. “If I may be permitted Captain.” 

“Of course, Spock. It’s all yours.” 

Spock sat on a flat rock before the hazy screen and put his fingers together 
in the Vulcan position of meditation. He sat motionless for several long 
minutes, then Dr. Chapel parted her lips in a gasp. The screen faded and was 
gone. The Vulcan treasure lay before them. The ancient air trapped within 
washed out over them. 
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Cautiously Kirk put his head through the curving arch of the crystal castle. 
He flashed his light within, but the crystal seemed to soak up the light. But 
when he stepped through, the interior started to glow. He jumped back, and 
the glow died. 

Carefully the starship captain re-entered the crystal mass, and the glow 
began again and grew until he could see the interior. Behind him, his team 
stared in awe and amazement at what they saw. 

Crystal columns held three crowns high. One crown was of some ancient 
metal, burnt and battered, with a single jewel, but that jewel glowed brightly, 
almost fiercely. Another pillar held the second crown, bright and almost 
gaudy, bejeweled and elaborate. A third crown atop a third pillar was a simple 
band, but it seemed to vibrate, to be not quite there all the time, as if flashing 
in and out of the here-and-now. 

And piled around the columns were gold bars, loose jewels, art objects, 
armor, swords, and delicate objects of indecipherable function. 

They had found the treasure, and it was a Vulcan treasure, for atop the 
dumped mass of rare objects was a weathered manuscript written in the 
Vulcan language of the pre-war period. 
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Bergstresser found the skeleton later, when they were taking a break in the 
cave. It was wedged into a crevice. Its lower limbs were broken. 

Looking down at the bones, Kirk said, “After sealing up the treasure, it 
slipped, or was pushed or attacked. The Teelas took the skull as a totem, a 
symbol.” He looked to Dr. Chapel. “Would you see that the bones are reunited 
with the skull and all of it returned to Vulcan?” 

“The bones are very old, Captain. I think they’d turn to dust. Perhaps a 
plaque? Seal it all in plastic right here?” 

“If Spock agrees.” 

“Ready to beam up the treasure, sir!” called out Nakashima, and Kirk gave 
the order to proceed. 

A glittering light from the artificial cave briefly lit the cavern, then it was 
gone. Kirk sighed, thinking of the glory and the delight that awaited the long- 
lost treasure back on Vulcan. 

Vulcans did not like to think about that period in their development, the 
non-logical time of their history. But perhaps now they could confront it. 

And Kirk knew they would. It would only be logical. 
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Shapeless lumps of gold, the size of a human head, had been placed in a 
ring on a lasersmoothed floor. Within the ring was a heap of jewelry, crowns, 
spheres of transfixed water with exotic insects and objects of art imbedded 
within. There were bracelets and necklaces, ancient shields with battered 
symbols on their fronts. Here was an orb of glowing light, there a cluster of 
sapphire rods bound with gold wire. A crown sat upon a rotting wooden chest. 
Another crown rested on a sphere of crystal, within which glittered a small, 
changing image. A third crown rested on the highest heap of ancient treasure. 
At the side was a glistening clear sphere with a black cube within, and 
Nakashima identified this as the signal source. 

“It’s Vulcan,” Bergstresser said, pointing at a delicate carving of a 
humanoid hand in the position of blessing. 

Kirk sighed. Instinctively he knew that this was a find far beyond the 
monetary value, even the anthropological value. Somehow he felt this was of 
symbolic value, and he started to smile. 
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From page 43. 


“Everyone out,” Scott ordered. Then he took his phaser, dialed it to a wire- 
thin beam, fired at the hemispheres. Nothing happened when he had destroyed 
the first cluster, nor the second. But the moment he had disintegrated the third, 
he heard the team gasp. 

Sergeant Workman reached down and helped Scott out, and the Scotsman 
stared as he looked at the platform. Gone was the chest, and in its place were 
heaps of golden treasure. 

And Spock, sitting on a clear plastic cube containing an elaborate crown. 
He was examining a parchment of great age. “Ah, Mister Scott, you unraveled 
the little mystery. Good. I was beginning to consider the effects of a limited 
air supply.” He put down the parchment carefully. “We have found one-third 
of a great treasure.” 

“One third?” gasped Bobbi Wagner, her eyes staring at the jewels, works of 
art, and strangely formed objects. 

“Yes, I believe the other two moons also conceal caches of Vulcan 
treasure.” 

“There is twice this?” Bobbi Wagner whispered to herself. 
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Spock stood still for a long moment, absorbing what he had just 
experienced. Then, still holding the cube, he simply stepped off the platform. 

And back into the chamber where Scotty was staring in amazement. 
“Mister Spock, what happened? You disappeared, then appeared a second 
later!” 

“Temporal displacement, I imagine,” Spock said. “The treasure is 
elsewhere. This is a kind of transporter, but I don’t think any of you should try 
it. I suggest it is keyed to Vulcan metabolism.” He handed the cube to the 
Scotsman. “Mister Scott, guard this with your life. I will go and bring out the 
rest of the treasure.” 

“And what’s this?” Scott said, looking at the dark cube. 

“You might call it a history book, Mister Scott. A rather unique history 
book.” Then Spock stepped again onto the platform, and disappeared. 
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The pyramid’s contents were transported aboard the Enterprise, all except 
the smaller pyramid, the jreel. Spock sat cross-legged in meditation before it, 
his hands outstretched to touch it. The Vulcan was oblivious to everything 
going on around him, leaving it all in the capable hands of Engineer Scott. 

“Mister Spock,” Scott said at last. They were the only ones left. “Mister 
Spock, we should go now.” 

Spock roused himself as though from a dream. “Yes, Mister Scott, of 
course. But I think we should not beam up the jree/. I will carry it to the 
surface and take a shuttle.” 

Scott nodded. “Very well, Mister Spock, whatever you want.” Scott saw the 
lean Vulcan pick up the pyramid — which could not be light — and carry it 
carefully away. The mustached engineer flipped open his communicator. 

“Enterprise, this is Commander Scott. Send down a shuttle and beam me 
up.” Scott flipped closed his communicator after receiving a response. He 
looking thoughtfully around the bare chamber, and thought about the 
mysteries Spock had found in the ancient device. 

Then he sparkled and was gone. 
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The cube of the Vulcan Library was the last to be beamed aboard the 
starship. Scotty worked quietly, leaving Spock to his silent mission. 

The Vulcan put each cube to his forehead for a few moments. Once he 
muttered. “Of course, that explains it!” Another time, as he was putting away 
one cube and selecting another, he said, “How intricately logical!” 

But at last there was only Spock, Montgomery Scott, and the container of 
cubes. Reluctantly, Spock allowed the box to be beamed aboard. “A treasure, 
Mister Scott, a great treasure.” 

“Aye, Mister Spock. Gold, jewels, everything, aye, a great treasure. 

Spock looked surprised. “Oh, yes, of course, that too. 

Spock pulled out his communicator. “Mister Sulu, beam me aboard.” 
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“Ts it still good, sir?’ asked Bobbi Wagner eagerly. “Can you read our 
future?” 

Spock’s fist was closed around the glowing stone. His eyes closed, then 
suddenly he cried out, swayed, and would have fallen except Mendoza caught 
him. 

“Mister Spock!” exclaimed Scott. “Doctor Weinstein!” The medic held his 
Feinberger to the Vulcan’s chest as they lay him carefully on the cold floor. 

“He’s alive. Get that stone out of his hand!” Sergeant Workman strained to 
unclench the Vulcan’s fingers. At last he succeeded, and flicked the stone 
away with his finger. At once, Spock’s rigid body relaxed. In a moment, he 
opened his eyes. 

“Are ye all right, Spock?” Scott asked anxiously. 

“Did you see the future, sir?” Bobbi Wagner asked, leaning close. 

“Yes.” Spock’s voice was a whisper. “My future.” 

“Tell us!” Wagner asked quickly. 

“No.” Spock said quietly. He rose, apparently unhurt, and stood quietly 
apart. The tra-lo-klee of Sikar was put in a special box and transported 
separately to the Enterprise. 


Continue to page 94. 


94 


From page 93. 


“Mister Spock,” Commander Scott said as the last of the treasure was 
transported aboard, “may I ask you something? You saw your future, your 
own future?” 

“Yes, Mister Scott. And before you ask, I shall not and I cannot speak of 
it.” 

“Very well, Mister Spock. But is that stone dangerous?” 

Spock thought a moment. “Mister Scott, would you like to know the exact 
moment and circumstances of your death?” 

Montgomery Scott raised his eyebrows. “No, Mister Spock, I do not think I 
would.” 

“Then do not touch that stone.” Spock was silent a moment. “When you are 
young, death seems so distant, so impossible. But it comes, even to the young, 
even to the good.” 

“Well, Mister Spock, the thing is to make your life useful, then, isn’t it? To 
learn and to experience and to be kind.” 

Spock raised his eyebrows. “Why, Mister Scott, you sound positively 
Vulcanese.” 

“Live long and prosper, Mister Spock,” Scott said with a grin. He raised his 
hand in the Vulcan salute. 
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From page 24. 


Spock moved his linked tricorder into the interior of the crate. He raised his 
eyebrows and reached down to touch one of the jewels, an unexceptional gem 
among many fine ones. At the moment he took it into his hand, he froze. 

There was a glowing, starting in his clenched fist, which transfixed him, 
flowing over his body until the Enterprise crewmen could not see him at all. 
The glowing became a ball of pulsating light, which drifted slowly away from 
the ancient crate, growing ever brighter until the humans had to turn their 
faces away or shield their eyes with their arms. 

Welcome, Vulcans. 

The voice was in their heads, booming, powerful. 

You have succeeded. 

Return these objects to Vulcan. 

It is your duty. 

Live long and prosper. 

The voice stopped. The ball of light drifted down and faded, leaving an 
ashen Spock swaying on his feet. But he recovered quickly, and stood straight 
and impassive again. 

“We have succeeded,” Spock said. “And now we have work to do.” 
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From page 34. 


The Vulcan’s body seemed to almost disintegrate before their eyes. By the 
time they had cut the Vulcan treasure out of their bulbs and domes and had it 
beamed aboard the Enterprise, the Vulcan figure was little but rotting shreds 
of uniform and a skeleton. Once exposed to the air, all went fast. 

“Seal him up.” Chekov ordered. “Cut him loose, and have the remains 
beamed aboard.” The young Russian officer looked at a silent Dr. McCoy. 
“There was nothing you could do, Doctor. The Vulcan finished his mission. 
We will return all of what we found, you know that. And him as well.” 

“T know.” McCoy said. “I was thinking of Spock. If he had been here he 
might have... I don’t know... found something out. Imagine, kept like that for 
all those centuries!” 

“A soldier, Doctor. Completing a mission of honor.” 

“Yes,” McCoy whispered. “There are missions of honor. And some take 
longer than others.” 
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All of a sudden, the Vulcan robot spoke. 

From the translator carried by Maude Fox came the words in Universal. “I 
am Sobak! Guardian of the treasure of Vulcan! You—” The Vulcan swayed, a 
hand at his chest. He let out a croak and tumbled from the broken vault. 

McCoy was the first to him, his twinkling Feinberger searching over the 
slumped figure. McCoy wrestled a hypospray from his kit, adjusted it to the 
copper-based Vulcan blood. He pressed the device against the Vulcan’s neck 
and the stricken figure stirred. 

“...mission ... must ... must complete...” 

“Don’t worry,” McCoy said. “There is a Vulcan with us: Spock. He will 
help. What do you want done?” 

“Return ... return all this ... to Vulcan. Must return ... honor ... the...” His 
head dropped, and the sound of the Feinberger stopped. 
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“We will,’ McCoy said. He looked around at the domes and bulbs of 
strange objects surrounding them. “A treasure,” McCoy said. Looking down 
at the dead Vulcan, he said, “No, you were the treasure. From another time, 
another life, you guarded it.” 

“What happened to him?” Chekov asked. 

McCoy shrugged. “Ill do an autopsy, but I might never know. Maybe we 
won’t know why they hid these here. But if he wanted it to go back, it will.” 

“Tt should.” Chekov said. “Like the crown jewels of Russia. It is a Vulcan 
heritage.” 

The body of the Vulcan, sealed in a stasis tube, was the last thing to be 
transported aboard the starship in orbit. Chekov looked around, alone in the 
glass chamber. He snapped off his light. “Beam me up, Mister Sulu.” he said. 

The lights of the transporting effect gleamed a hundred times off the 
curving walls, and then faded. It was dark in the chamber, and silent. A shard 
of glass slipped and clattered to the floor. 

Then all was silent. 


Go to page 116. 


99 


From page 33. 


“He’s dead,” McCoy said, putting away his Feinberger. He looked up at 
Chekov. “This time he’s really dead.” 

“How did he—?” 

“How did he come back to life? I don’t know. One final spurt of energy. A 
false semblance of life. I don’t know, Chekov. The most frustrating thing in 
the world is not knowing.” 

McCoy looked down at the body. “In my profession we live with death. We 
no longer use witches’ potions or leeches, but we don’t really know all that 
much more since they discovered blood moved through the body.” McCoy 
sighed. 

“Mister Spock must be notified,” Chekov said. “And all this... this treasure 
moved.” 

“We’re going to Vulcan, sir?” Maude Fox asked, and Chekhov nodded. “I 
imagine so. I think Captain Kirk and Mister Spock will want to...” Chekov 
hesitated, and the young woman made a suggestion. 

“To complete the mission, sir?” 

“Yes, Fox, that’s it.” He straightened. “Prepare to beam all this aboard!” 
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Chekov jumped up from his defensive crouch and fired at the robot with his 
phaser set on disintegration. He sheared off one of the metal legs, but the 
robot returned fire in an instant. 

But the centuries of just standing had caused a minor malfunction, and the 
crimson beam missed Chekov by a handspan, exploding a chunk out of the 
tunnel roof. 

Then it just stopped. 

Chekov could see the antenna on the robot’s top still rotating. Then a voice, 
hollow and rusty, came from the guardian. It spoke first in Vulcan, then in 
Rigellian, a dialect of Trexlor, then Baroni. It was just starting on a phrase in 
Do-an-muli when Fox snapped on the translator. 

“—to the vault of Sobak, humanoid life forms. I have identified you as non- 
Vulcan humanoids. Time elapsed since my re-set, one million, two hundred 
thousand and fifty-seven mirrons. Welcome to the vault of Sobak, humanoid 
life forms—” 

“Hello!” shouted Chekov. 

Click. “Greetings.” 

“We’re not Vulcans, but we have a Vulcan with us.” 

“I have identified a starship in orbit around the primary whose identity is 
unknown to me.” 
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“That is the starship Enterprise, a major vessel of Starfleet, of the United 
Federation of Planets,” Chekov said, still clutching his weapon. “Vulcan is a 
member of that Federation.” 

“Greetings from Sobak, commander of the task force. He has ceased 
functioning, along with the rest of the mission,” the robot said, its voice 
echoing in the stone chamber. “I am eel-zador, a multipurpose device 
assigned to guard the contents of this chamber until authorized relocation.” 

Chekov chewed his lip a moment. “Will you accept the authorization of 
Spock, a general officer in Starfleet and an honored Vulcan?” 

“Affirmative.” The robot fell silent. 

“That’s it?” McCoy asked. 

“Robots are like that, sir,” Lieutenant Tom Collins said, shrugging. “They 
take orders very well.” 

“Get Spock,” Chekov said, putting away his phaser. “We have a lot to do 
here.” 
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“What do you suggest, Doctor?” Chekov asked. The robot fired again, 
tearing a chunk out of the tunnel mouth. Soon the guardian would have cut 
away enough to get at them directly. Unless Fox and Randall removed the 
obstructing rubble from their path of retreat. 

“Get Spock here. Have him talk to it.” 

Chekov whipped out his communicator. “Enterprise, this is Chekov. 
Connect me with Mister Spock at once. Emergency!” 

“Spock here, Mister Chekov. What is the matter?” 

“Mister Spock, we are pinned down by a robot, some kind of Vulcan guard. 
Can you talk to it? It’s—’ Chekov ducked as a near miss brought down more 
of the rock around them. Lieutenant Collins was hit and writhed in pain, his 
arm under a rock. McCoy and Bradley immediately began to free him. 

“Please, Mister Spock,” Chekov pleaded. “Do something!” 

“Turn the volume on your communicator to maximum.” 

“Ready, sir!” reported Chekov. 

“Vreen-ka-moor!” Spock said, his voice thundering. “Plurmek-un at-al- 
fee! Surak ahn-mo!” 
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There was no more firing. Cautiously, Chekov looked around the edge. The 
robot was motionless. “Sir?” Chekov said. “I think that did it. The guardian is 
not moving.” He dialed the volume down. “Thank you, sir.” 

“Proceed cautiously, Mister Chekov. I spoke in ancient Vulcan, but I am 
not fluent in that language. The robot may be otherwise programmed.” 

“Understood, sir. Chekov out.” 

The two security people had cleared a path out. The robot was not firing. 
The young officer raised his head and looked again. Nothing happened. 

Carefully, Chekov rose to his feet. With a weak smile, he said to the Vulcan 
machine, “You’re not going to shoot again, are you?” 

“Sharez-al-ben Kapoor,” the robot said, and Chekov jumped. He stayed 
motionless a few more moments, then entered the chamber. 

By the time they beamed the treasure aboard, the Vulcan robot had new 
programming, new goals. It was now a helper, updated with life-support 
systems suitable for nine races. 

Just before he beamed up, Chekov looked at the robot one last time. To 
wait again, he thought. For how long this time? 
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“Something logical, you mean,” Chekov said. “Something Mister Spock 
would do.” His face was set in a hard expression. 

Must all decisions be measured against what Mister Spock would do? he 
thought. There are other ways. There must be other ways! 

“No, I mean use psychology,” McCoy said. “But since that’s a Vulcan 
machine — I think we can assume that — then a logical approach is needed. Or 
a very illogical approach.” 

“Faulty firing mechanisms might also mean flaws in the logic circuits,” 
suggested Pat Bradley, the team’s engineer. “Ask it something. Like two plus 
two.” 

“No,” grinned Chekov. He turned toward the robot and yelled, “Why is two 
plus two?” 

“Why two?” shouted Bradley. 

“Why can’t you hit what you aim at?” questioned Tom Collins. “Can you 
be certain your primary programming is correct?” 

“You are a faulty mechanism! bellowed Ricky Randall. 

The robot fired, and the front of the tunnel exploded, cutting more and more 
of the rock away. About two more volleys, and the Enterprise team would be 
exposed. 
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“Why are you yelling in Universal English?” Maude Fox asked, thrusting 
forward the translator. “If this is some Vulcan robot from before their civil 
wars, it won’t know Universal.” 

Mentally kicking himself, Chekov punched in Vulcan on the device. “We 
don’t have ancient Vulcan, but maybe modern will do.” 

They repeated the questions they had asked before, and added a few. 

Nothing happened. 

Which is just what Chekov wanted to have happen. He peered around the 
edge of the tunnel’s edge and saw the robot smoking. “Pll be darned,” he 
whispered. “I really didn’t think it would work.” 

“They weren’t as sophisticated in some ways, sir,” said Maude Fox as she 
scrambled by and into the room. “Not back then, anyway.” 

When Chekov took his team and the treasure up to the ship, he left the 
robot behind. It was useless junk now, except as a museum piece, and there 
was enough treasure to fill a museum. 

But in the darkness of the abandoned room, there was a click. Then a whir. 
Then more clicks. Slowly, painfully, the robot was rebuilding itself. 
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“We are from the United Federation of Planets, Kirk said. “Vulcan is one of 
those planets.” 

The woman stared at them. “A great deal of time must have passed.” She 
looked around. “Everything is safe?” 

“Yes, we just entered. No one has been here before,” Kirk said. 

“Good. Will you assist me in taking all this back to Vulcan?” 

“Of course. I will inform Starfleet, and I’m sure that—” 

“Which side won?” 

“Beg your pardon? Oh, logic won.” 

The Vulcan woman smiled. “That is good. I have your pledge to return all 
this?” 

“Yes, Starfleet willing, but I’m certain there will be no trouble. My First 
Officer is a Vulcan, by the way.” 

“Where is he or she?” The Vulcan woman looked around anxiously. 

“Investigating another moon,” Kirk said. “I can bring him here—” 

“There will not be time. I am dying.” Dr. Chapel took a step forward, but 
she stopped the doctor with a gesture. “No. There is nothing you can do. I 
have done my duty.” 
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“There must be something—” Dr. Chapel began, but she was overruled. 

“No.” the Vulcan woman said sternly. “I do not have much time. It has 
been too long, longer than we anticipated. Something must have happened to 
Sobak. But all this must be returned, especially the white spheres.” 

“T will see to that,” Kirk said. 

“It would have been nice to see a Vulcan again. I’ve had dreams...” She 
blinked and her speech slurred. “Dreams... the brain doesn’t stop, does it? 
Not really.” She wet her lips. “To see home again... so beautiful... we won 
the war... logic...” She sighed, and her head drooped. 

The casket closed, pivoted, and came to rest before Dr. Chapel could get 
atop the pedestal. Kirk tugged at her arm. “Never mind, Doctor.” He looked 
around at what they had found. “So beautiful, so strange. Come, everyone, we 
have a promise to keep.” 
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“How are you here?” the Vulcan woman demanded. Her eyes swept the 
chamber and saw the ragged hole in the smooth wall. Her nostrils flared. but 
her expression did not change. 

Closer to the time of illogic than Spock, thought Kirk. A little emotion 
creeps in. “There was a signal We followed it.” 

The woman’s eyes narrowed. “Yes, of course. Our sensors found a starship 
with Vulcan blood.” 

“We have several Vulcans aboard. My First Officer is a Vulcan,” Kirk said. 

“Where is he?” 

“Exploring a signal on another moon.” 

The woman smiled for the first time. “Ah, excellent. The others found 
hiding places. We split the cargo into three parts — three moons. You are 
exploring the third?” Kirk nodded. “Good. We will return it, then? You will 
help?” 

“Yes, of course.” The woman’s face paled suddenly, and she gasped. 
“What’s the matter?” 

“Tt... it has been a... a long time.” Her face grew frightened, then, like a 
mask, it became expressionless again. “The rejuvenation is not... not perfect. 
I die, spaceman, but you have promised.” 

“Yes, I-’ But she was dead. 
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From page 21. 


It took two hours. There was a warmth coming from the casket that they 
could feel. Dr. Chapel and Kirk discussed cryogenics as they examined the 
beauties on the pedestals. 

“Cryogenics require additional materials, and power, and even advanced 
freezing techniques require some monitoring. No, I think it is something else,” 
she said. 

“Molecular suspension?” Kirk suggested. “A stasis field?’ 

“As long as there was power.” She nodded. “And proper design to start 
with. Perhaps they—” There was a hiss from the cylinder on the pedestal, and 
they turned. 

It popped open. Kirk was the first up on the granite cube. The interior of the 
casketlike object was discolored, blotched, and ugly. Bones were all that were 
left, and they were turning to powder. 

“The technology didn’t last,” Kirk said sadly. He put his hand on the warm 
metal. J promise. I shall return all this to Vulcan. Spock and I shall take it 
back. “All right,” he said. “Let’s get some packagers down here and beam this 
stuff up safely!” 
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From page 47. 


The refinement continued, and Kirk’s mouth dropped open. Standing in a 
circle around great pearl was his Science Officer, Spock... and Sarek, his 
father... the Earthwoman, Amanda Grayson, who was Spock’s mother. There 
was Saavik, T’Pring, the venerable T’Pau, Stonn, and others he had 
encountered on his star voyages. 

Kirk knew it was a trick, but he could not bring himself to fire upon them. 
And firing was nonsense, anyway. The materialized Vulcans were simple 
projected images; they offered no violence. Kirk stepped forward. 

“Live long and prosper,” he said, raising his hand in the Vulcan salute. It 
was the image of the venerable Surak, perhaps the most revered person in 
Vulcan history, who responded. 

“Live long and prosper,” Surak said. “Are you here to steal?” 

“No, sir,” Kirk said. “To restore. To give Vulcan back whatever they have 
stored here.” Kirk indicated the great pearly sphere. 

“Do you have any idea what has been left here?” Surak asked. 
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From page 110. 


“No, sir, but it must be important. I know that you, and the others we see 
here, are not the actual Vulcans. You have taken images from my mind in 
some way.” 

“Yes, that is true. If you were not the being you are, these would be other 
images, and perhaps not so pleasing.” 

“I understand” Kirk said. “There is a Vulcan with us, the son of two of 
those whose images you project. Would you like to have me bring him here?” 

“No. He is otherwise occupied. Your mind is an interesting one, Captain 
James Tiberius Kirk. The Vulcan you speak of trusts you, therefore we shall. 
Farewell, Captain.” 

In a blink, as though turned off by a switch, the ring of Vulcans 
disappeared... and the great pearl as well. 

The Enterprise team gasped. Where the pearl had been was a stack of 
tetrahedons the height of a man. Through the clear sides they could see a rich 
treasure in jewels, precious objects of art, gold, shimmering balls of blue light, 
cubes of dark red and of ebony. The treasure chest of a race. 
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From page 111. 


Yet through it all Kirk sensed that the objects they saw first — the gold and 
jewels — were the least important. It was the containers of cubes, of disks and 
balls and unmarked rectangular slabs the size of a hand, that were the 
important things. The art, the curiously fashioned objects, the gold, the 
jewelry — all were symbolic, as a flag is symbolic: not really valuable in itself, 
but of tremendous psychological importance. 

Knowledge. History. Thought. Science. These were the things valuable to 
the Vulcan race, and rightly so. Bars of a rare and heavy metal, pieces of 
carbon formed in intense heat, the work of skilled artisans: these were the 
chaff in a harvest of intellectual wheat. 

Kirk flipped open his communicator. “Mister Sulu, beam down some 
transporter personnel. We must be certain we lift what we have found with 
utmost care.” 

“Aye, sir,” Sulu responded at once. 

The starship commander said, “Kirk out,” put away his communicator and 
just stared at the ancient cache. The gold of Troy, he thought. The treasures of 
Tutankhamen, the vaults of the Vegan Overlords; more valuable in knowledge 
and understanding than the gold. 

Kirk felt good. 
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From page 65. 


The Vulcan spoke, breaking the spell. “Earthman, we detected your ship in 
orbit and activated the signal. But you had still to be tested. You have passed 
that test. We commit all this to you.” 

“I... thank you. I appreciate the honor. All this shall be returned to 
Vulcan.” 

“Good-bye, Earthman.” The Vulcan figure shimmered and was gone. 

Kirk took out his communicator to have the find beamed aboard. But all 
during the process he felt a presence. Someone. Something. Perhaps the 
guardians lingered on, or perhaps it was all in Kirk’s mind, but he felt 
something. 

Responsibility, he thought wryly. But responsibility that I proudly accept. 
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The last thing to appear atop the metal plate on the prairie was a wooden 
chest carved in the exclusive designs of the ancient Vulcan kings. “That’s it?” 
asked Mendoza. “Nearly die without air, and this is it?” 

“Great things come in little packages,” Bobbi Wagner said, smiling now 
that there was a sky above her, even if it was the deep blue of a thin 
atmosphere. 

Spock knelt and opened the chest. Within was a single white cube. Spock 
stared at it for a long moment, then carefully closed the lid. 

“Mister Spock, what is it?” Scott asked. “What does it mean?” 

“It means there are treasures of many kinds, Mister Scott. I imagine, on the 
other moons, they have found other kinds of treasures, but this is unique.” 

“Mister Spock, what is it?” Bobbi Wagner asked impatiently. 

“The missing cube, the key to the Pyramid of Vulcan.” At seeing their 
blank faces, he continued “The legend is that it holds the meaning of life.” He 
looked at the box. “Now we shall see if the legend is correct.” 
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From page 59. 
From page 60. 


Chekov came to in the medical facility. His body ached, and he recognized 
the nerve pain from a phaser stunning. Dr. McCoy was bent over him. 
“Doctor, am I all right?” 

“Chekov?” 

Chekov frowned. “Yes, of course, who do you—” He stopped, remembering. 
Touching the bright stone... 

. being pulled in ... pulled out of himself into a fierce light ... 
nothingness, just the light ... now this. 

“What happened, Doctor?” 

“You touched an essence stone. We had to force the Vulcan from you. You 
were possessed, Mister Chekov, possessed by the spirit of a dead Vulcan. But 
he is at rest now. Back in the stone. What he guarded is aboard. It was in the 
other two stones. Extraordinary. If the Terran Library of the Grand Council 
were an atom, the information in those stones would be a boulder the size of 
the Enterprise” 

“He’s dead?” 

“He’s been dead for centuries. Let’s call it a programmed memory.” 
McCoy smiled. “Would you like to go see what else we found?” 
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EPILOGUE 


Spock stared at the heaps and mounds of the Vulcan treasure. Randall, 
Wagner, and Fox were helping Chekov carefully sort all the boxes and 
containers, the jewels and strange objects of art and all the rest. 

Sulu entered the cargo bay and gasped. “Great suns, Mister Spock 

“Yes, Mister Sulu, it is a fantastic sight.” 

“All that wealth! The Chief Helmsman turned to Captain Kirk, standing 
nearby. “Sir, what is this worth?” 

“Nothing.” smiled Kirk. “And everything. Ask Mister Spock.” 

“What is the value of this, Mister Spock?” 

Spock took a long time in answering. He looked at Uhura trying on a 
cascading array of a crimson diamond necklace. “What is the value of 
anything. Mister Sulu? To a man dying of thirst, a cup of water is worth more 
than this. What is the value of a child to its mother? How important is 
information? It all depends on the circumstances, Mister Sulu.” 
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Spock fell silent and Sulu thought he was finished, then the saturnine 
Vulcan spoke again. 

“There is wealth here, yes, Mister Sulu; wealth in the conventional sense. 
But there is symbolic wealth, too. Until now all this was legend. We have 
found things here whose value is incalculable. There are objects from the 
myths of a race. How would you value the throne of Zeus, or a chair 
fashioned by Jesus? What would the Holy Grail go for on the auction block? 
Excalibur? The tablets brought down from Mount Sinai?” Spock stared at the 
treasure for another long moment. 

“How much would someone pay for the secret of life? To know the hour of 
your death, the future of intelligent life, what the next hour holds? Yes, Mister 
Sulu, it is a treasure, but there is no way to logically estimate its value.” 

They fell silent and watched the people work. “You’ve set the course to 
Vulcan?” Kirk asked Sulu, who nodded. 

“Aye, aye, sir.” An expression flickered across Spock’s face. Home, he 
thought. 


END 


